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" ::i TRAGEDY 

of hamlet 

PRINCE OF 



Enter Barnardo and Francifco,/»v Sentinels. 

Ar. Who’s there? 

Fran. Nay anfvver me, ftand and unfold your felfe. 
Bar. Long live the King. 

Fran. Barnardo ? 

Bar. Hee. 

Fran. You come moft carefully upon your houre. 

Bar. Tis now Hrooke twelve : get thee to bed Francifco. 

Fran . For this reliefe much thanks/tis bitter cold. 

And I am ficke at heart. 

Bar. Have you bgd/juiet guard ? 

Fran. Not. a moufe, lining. 

Bar. Well, goodnight : 

Ifyou doe meet Horatio and Marcellus , 

The rivalls of my watch, bid them make hafte. 

Enter Horatio and Afarcelltts . 

Fran. I thinke I heare them. Stand ho : who is there ? 

H ora. Friends to this ground. 

Alar. And Liegemen to the Dane/ 

ai 2 Fran. 





The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Frau. Give yo* good night. 

Mar.O farewell honeft fouldiers : who hath relieved you ? * 
Fra. Bernardo hath my place : give yon good night. Exit Fran, 
Mar- Holla Barnardo. 

Bar. Say, what is Horatio there ? 

Hora. A peeceofhim. 

Bar. Welcome Horatio , welcome gopd Mar ce tins. 

Hora. What, ha’s this thing appear’d againeto night? 

Bar. I have feene nothing. 

Mar. Horatio fayes ’tis but a phantafie. 

And will not let beliefe take hold of him, 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of us $. 

Therefore I have entreated him along. 

With us to watch the minutes of this night. 

That if againe this apparition come. 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake to it. 

Hora. Tufh,tufh,’t will not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while. 

And let us once againe afiaileyoureares 
That are (b fortified againft our ftory. 

What we have two nights feene, t 

Hora. W ell, fit we doyvne. 

And let ns heare Barnardo fpeake of this. 

Bar. Laft night of all, 

W hen yond fame ftar that’s Weftvvard from thePoIei 
Had made his courfe t 'illumine that part of heaven 
W here now it burnes , Marcella* and my felfe, 

The Bell then beating one. 

Enter Ghoft. 

Mar. Peace, breake thee off, looke where it comes againe. 

Bar. In the fame figure, like the King that’s dead. 

M ar. Thou art a Scholar, fpeake to it Horatio. 

H or . Moft like, it horrowes me with feare and wonder. 

Bar. It would be fpoke tOi 

Mar. Speake to it Horatio. . 

Hora. What art thou that ufurpft this time of night. 

Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

In which the Majefty of buried Denmark? 

Did 



Prince of Denmaike. 

Did fometimes march ? by heaven I charge thee fpeake. 
Mar. It is offended. 

Bar. See it ftalkes away. 

Hor. Stay, fpeake, fpeake, I charge thee fpeake. 

Exit Ghoft. 

' Mar. Tis gone and will not anfwer . 

’ Bar. How now Horatio ? you tremble and looke pale : 

Is not this lomething more than phantafie ? 

What thinke you of it ? 

Hora. Before my God I might not this beleeve, 
Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Ofmincowne eyes. 

Mar As it not like the King ? 

Hor. As thou art to thy felfe : 

Such was the very armour he had on, 

W hen he th’ ambitious Norway combated. 

So frown’d he once , when in an angry Parle 
He fmote the (leaded Pollax on the ice. 

Tis Orange. 

Mar. Thus t wice before, and jumpe at this fame houre. 
With martial! ftalke hath he gone by our watch. 

Hora. In what particular thought to worke I know not. 
But in the grofie and feopeofmine opinion. 

This bodes lome Orange eruption to our State. 

Good now fit downe,and tell me he that knowes, 1 
Why this fame firift and moft obfervantwatch. 

So nightly toiles the fubjeft of the land. 

And with fuch daily coft of brafen Cannon, 

And forraine Mart for implements of warre ? 
Whyfuehimprefleof fhip-wrights, whole fore taske 
rfu Sn °^ C ^ v ^ e t ^ e Sunday from the vveeke ? 
hat might be toward, that this fweaty hafte 
“ ak f night joint labour with the day ? 

Who is t that can informe me ? 

Hora. Thar can I; 



Atleaft thewhifpergoes fo. Our laft King, 
wnoie image even but now appear’d to us, 

,as you know, by Fertinhrajfeof Norway, 



Thereto 






The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Thereto prick on by a moft emulate pride, 

Dar’d to the combate j in which our valiant Hamlet, 
(For fo this fide ofour knowne world efteem’d him) 
Did flay this Fortinbrafe , who by a feal’d compaft, 
Well ratified by Law and Heraldry, 

Did forfeit ( with his life) all thefe his lands 
W hich he flood feiz’d of , to the Conquerour : 
Againft the which a moity competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had returne 
To the inheritance of Fortinbraffe, 

Had he bin vanquifht ; as by the fame co- mart. 

And carriage ofthe Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet : now fir, young Fortinbraj[e t 
Of unimproved metall, hot, and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Shark up a lift of lawkflerefbiutes. 

For food and diet to (bme enterprise 
That hath a ftomacke in’t , which no other 
As it doth well appeare unto our ftate, 

But to recover of us by ftrong hand 
And tearmes compuliatory,thofeforelaid lands 
So by his father loft : and this I take it 
Js the maine motive of our preparations. 

The fource of this our watch, and the chiefe head 
Ofthispoftehafte,and romeagein the land. 

■ZLrr.Ithinkeit be no other but even fo : 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch fo like the King 
That was and is thequeftion ofthefe warres. 

Hora. A mote it; is to trouble the mindes eye. 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft Julius fell. 

The graves flood tenantlefle , and the fbeeted dead 
Didfqueakeand gibber in the Roman ftreets. 

As ftarres with mines of fire, and dewes ofblood, 
Difafters in the funne, and the moift ftarre. 

Upon whole influence Neptunej Empire.ftands, 
VVas ficke almoft to Doomeiday with eclipfe, 



And. 



( Trine e of Denmarke. 

And even the like precurfe of fierce events, 

As harbingers preceding ftill the fates 
And Prologue to the Omen comming on. 

Have heaven and earth together demonftrated 
Unto our Climatures and Countrimen." 

Enter Ghojl. 

But foft, behold / lo where it comes againe, 
jlecrofle it though it blaft me : Stay illufion, It fpreads 

If thou haft any found , or ufe of voice, his armes, 

Speake to me : if there be any good thing to be done, 

That may to thee doe eaie , and grace to me, 

Speake to me. 

]f thou art privie to thy Countries fate. 

Which happely foreknowing may avoid, 

O ipeake : 

Or if thou haft uphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafurein the wombe of earth, 

Forwhich they fay your fpirits oft walkein death. The cocky 
Speake of it, flay and Ipeake j flop i t Marcellm . crovtes. 

Mar. Shall I ftrjkeit with mypartilan ? 

Hot. Doe if it will not ftand. 

Bar. Tishere. 

Hor.’Tis here. 

■Mar/ Us gone. 

W e doe it wrong , being fo Majefticall, 

To offer it the fhew of violence : 

For it is as the aire, invulnerable. 

And our vaine blovves malicious mockery. 

^ **bout to fp« ake when the co eke crew. 

Hor And then it ftarted, like a guilty thing 
pon a fearefull fummons : I have heard, 

, , tbat is the trurtt pet tothemorne, 
llrri 11 founding throat 

Whit the 9 0d °f da r ? and 31 his 

her in lea or fire, in earth or aire, - ;; r, : t ' 7 

Tn ? trava ? ant and wing *pirit hyes 

Th;r C °r nfine L ; and ofthe ««tb herein 
This prelent object ma de probation. 

Mar* 
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The Tragedy o/Himlet 

Mar. It faded on the crowing ofthe cocke. 

Some fay that ever ’gainft that teafon comes, 

W herein our Saviours birth is celebrated, 

Thisbird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dares ftirre abroad, 

Thenights are wholfome ; then no Planets ftrike. 

No Fairy takes, no witch hath power to charme ; 

So hallowed and lb gracious is that time. 

Her- So have I heard, and doe in part beleeve it : 

But looke,the morne in ruflet mantle clad 
Wa Ikes ore the dew of yon high Eaftward hill ; 

Breake we our watch up , and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have leene to night 
Unto young Hamlet ; for Hpon my life 
Tin’s Ipirit dumbe to us will fpeake to him. 

Doe you confent we (hall acquaint him with it, 

Asneedfullinour loves, fitting our duty? 

Mar. Let’s doo’t I pray ; and I this morning know 
Where we fhall finde him moft convenient. Exeunt. 

Flourish. Enter Claudius King of Denmark?, Gertrad the 
Queene , Councetl, a s P olenites, and his fonne Laer- 
tes, Hamlet , cum aliis. 

Claud. Though yet ol Hamlet our deere brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it us befitted 
T o bestrc our hearts in griefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contracted in one brow ofwoe : 

Yet fo farre hath difcretion fought with nature. 

That we with wifeft lorrow thinke on him, 

Togetherwith remembrance of our felves : 

Therefore onr fometime Sifter, now our Queene, 

Th* fmperiall jointreffe to this warlike State, 

Have we as ’twere with a defeated joy. 

With an aufpicious and a dropping eye. 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in marriage, 
Jnequalllcale weighing delight and dole, 

Taken to wife, nor have we herein barr’d 



f 




(prince of Dcnmarke. 

Your better wifdomes, which have freely gone 
With this affaire along (for all our thankes) 
Nowfollowes, that you know young Fortinbraffe, 
Holding a weake fuppofall of our worth. 

Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our ftate to be dif- joint, and out offrame, 
Colkagued with this dreame of his advantage. 

He hath not faild to pefter us with meffage. 
Importing the lurrender of thofe lands 
Loft by his father, with all bands of Law, 

To our moft valiant brother. So much for him. 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting. 
Thus much the bufineffe is. We have here writ 



Who impotent and bedrid , fcarcely heares 
OfthishisNephewespurpofe, to fuppreffe 
His further gate herein, in that the levies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubjefts : and we here difpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Voltemand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giving to you no further perfonall power 
To bufineffe with the King, more than the fcope 
Of thefe delated Articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your hafte commend your duty. 
Cor, Hi ?.Inthat,&all things will we fhewour duty 
King. We doubt it nothing : heartily farewell. 
And now Laertes, what’s the newes with you ? 
You told us of (bme fuit, what is’t Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake of reafbn to the Dane, 

And Iofe your voice : what wouldft thotibegLaertei 
I nat (hall not be my offer, not thy asking, 
ne head rs not more native to the heart, 

Th . nd . more infirumentall to the mouth, 
an is the throne o fDenmark.e to thy Father: 
What wouldft thouhave Laertes f 7 
Laer. My dread Lord, 
our eave and favour to returne to France, 

B 





f 



77;e Tragedy of Hamlet 

From whence though willingly I came to Denmarke, 

To Ihew my duty in your Coronation ; 

Yet now I muft confefle, that duty done. 

My thoughts and wifhes bend againe toward France , 

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

King. Have you your "fathers leave ? what layes <r Polonitu ? 
“Tote. He hath, my Lord, wrung. from me my flow leave. 

By labourlbme petition ; and at fait. 

Upon his will I feal’d my hard content. 

Idoebefeech you give him leave to goe. 

King. Take thy faire home Laertes, time be thine. 

And thy beft graces ; fpend it at thy will. 

But now my con fin Hamlet , and my lonne. 

Ham. A little more than kin, and lefle than kind. 

King. How is it that theclouds ftill hang on you ? 

Ham. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the lonne. 
Queen. Good Hamlet call: thy nighted colour offj 
And let thine eye locke like a friend on Denmarke. 

Doe not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Seeke for thy noble father in the dull : 

Thou know’ft ’tis common all that lives muft dye. 

Palling through nature to eternity. 

Ham. I Madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be. 

Why feemes it lb particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not fecms, 

’Tis not alone my inkie cloke could fmother. 

Nor cuftomary futes of lolemneblacke. 

Nor windie fulpiration of forc’t breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull river in the eye, 

Northedeje<fted haviour of the vilage. 

Together with all formes , moods, flhapes of griefe, 

That can denote me truely ; thefe indeed feeme. 

For they are a&ions that a man might play : 

But I have that within which pafles fihew, 

Thefe but the trappings and tne fuits of woe. 

King. ‘Tis fweet and commendable in your nature Hamlet: 
To give thefe mourning duties to your father. 



But 



prince 0/ Den marked 

, Ruinate condolement, is a courfe 
OfiLious ftubbornnefle/tis unmanly grief* 

Tr ihewes a will moft incorre& to Heaven, 
a heart unfortified, or minde impatient. 

An underfunding Ample and unfchool d : 

For what we know muft be, and is as common 
As anv the moft vulgar thing to fenfe, 

Whv mould we in our peevifh oppofition 
Take it to heart ? fie, ’tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault againft the dead , a fault to nature, 

To reafon moft abliird, whofe common theame 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft coarfe till he that died to day. 

This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and thinke of us 
As ofa father : for let the world take note 
You are the moft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lefle nobility of love 
Than that which deareft father beares his fonna 
Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
In going backe to fchoole to Wittenberg ; 

It is moft retrograde to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remaine 
Here in the cheare and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefeft Courtier, coufin,and our fonne. 

Que. Let not thy mother lofe her prayers Hamlet : 
I pray thee ftay with us, goe not to Wittenberg. 

Ham . I fhallin all my beft obey you Madame. 

King. W hy *ti s a loving and a faire reply. 

Be as ourfelfeun Denmarke. Madame come. 

This gentle and unforc’ d accord of Hamlet 
Sits failing to my heart, in grace whereof; 

No jocond health that Denmarke dtivkes to day 
But the great Cannon to the clouds fhall tell, 

T3 A 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

And the Kingkrowfe the heaven (hall bruit againe , 

Refpeaking earthly thunder : Come away. Flourish, Exeunt all 
Ham. O that this too too Tallied flefh would melt, but Hamlet . 
Thaw and relolve it felfeinto a dew, 

Or that the everlafting had not fixt 

His Cannon ’gainft (elfe flaughter l O God, God, 

How weary, fta!e, flat, and unprofitable 
Seeme to me all the ufes of this World ? 

Fie on’t, ah fie, ’tis an unweeded Garden, 

That growes to feed ; things rank & grofle in nature 
Poflefl'e it meerly : that it mould come thus. 

But two moneths dead, nay not lb much , not two. 

So excellent a King , that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satyre,lo loving to my mother. 

That he might not beteeme the windes of heaven 
Vifit her face too roughly : heaven and earth 
Muft I remember, why fhe fhould hang on him. 

As if increafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on ; and yet within a moneth. 

Let me not thinke on’t, frailty thy name is woman, 

A litt le moneth : Or ere thofe fhooes were old. 

With which fhe followed my poore fathers body. 

Like N'iobe all teares, why me, 

O God / a beaft that wants difeourfe of reafbn 
Would have mourn’d longer, married with my uncle* 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Than I to Hercules ; within a moneth, 

Ere yet the falc of moft unrighteous teares 
Had left theflufhingin her galled eyes. 

She married. Oh moft wicked fpeed,to poft 
Wich fuch dexterity toinceftuousfheets; 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breake my heart, for I muft hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, Marce/ltu, and Barr.ardo. 

Hora. Haile to your Lord (hip. ((elfe. 

H, am. I am glad to fee you well ; Horatio , or I doe forget my 
Hora. The lame my Lord, and your poore lervant ever. 

Ham. Sir my good friend, lie change that name with you ; 



And 



(Prince of Denmarkc. 

And what make you from Wittenberg , Horatio ? 

jHarce lifts. 

Mar. My good Lord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you ( good even fir.) 
But what in faith make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hora. A truant difpofition, good my Lord. 

Ham. I would not heare your enemy fay to, 

Nor {hall you doe my care that violence 
To make it trufter of your owne report 
Againft your felfe ; I know you are no truant ; 

But what is your affaire in Elfenour ? 

Wee’ll teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 

Hora My Lord, I came to lee your fathers funerall. 
Ham. I prethee doe not mocke me fellow ftudent, 
1 thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hor. Indeed my Lord it follow’d hard upon. 
HamlC\m(t,xhrA, Horatio, tht funerall bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heaven 
Or ever I had feene that day Horatio. 

My father, me thinkes I fee my father. 

Hora- Where my Lord ? 

Ham. In my mindes eye Horatio. 

Hora. I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man, take him for all in all, 

I (hall not looke upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinke I law him yefternight. 
Ham. Saw who ? 

H, ora. My Lord, the King your Father. 

Ham. The King my father 1 
Hora. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentive eare,till I may deliver 
Upon the witneffe of thefe Gentlemen 
This marvaile to you. 

Ham. For Gods love let me heare. 

Two nights together had thefe Gentlemen, 
y^arcellus and Barnar do, on their watch, 
in the dead vaft and middle of the night 
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The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

Been thus encountred : a figure like your father. 
Armed at point, exadUy, Cap ape, 

Appeares before them, and with folemne march 
Gees flow and flately by them : thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and feare furprifed eyes 
W ithin this truncheons length , vvhilft they diftill’d 
Almoft togelly with the aft of feare. 

Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him : this to me 
In dreadfull fecrecie impart they did. 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 
Where, as they had delivered, both in time. 

Forme of the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father, 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this ? 

Mar.MyLotd upon the platform where we watcht. 
Ham. Did you not Ipeake to it ? 

Hor. My Lord, I did. 

But anfwer it made none : yet once me thought 
It lifted up its head, and did addreffe 
It felfeto motion, like as it would Ipeake j 
B ut even then the morning Cocke crew loud, 

And at the found it fhrunke in hafte away. 

And vani fht from our light. 

Ham. ’Tis very ftrange. 

f Hor. As T doe live, my honour’d Lord, 'tis true, 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 
To let you know ofit. 1 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me 
Hold you the watch to night ? 

All. We doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d lay you? 

All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

AH. My Lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then fa w you not his face ? 

Hor a. O yes my Lord, he wore his beaver up. 
Jim. What ? look he frowningly ? 



,■ r 



Her* 



frince of Denmarke." 

Hor. A countenance more in forrow than in anger. 

jy^.Paleorred? 

Hor. Nay very pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eyes upon you ? 

Hor. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would I had been there. 

Hor. It would have much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Very like : flaidit long? _ 

Hor. While one with moderate hafte might tell an hundred. 

Both. Longer, longer- 

Her. Not when I law’t. 

Ham. His beard was grifsled, no. 

Hor. It was as I have feene it in his life, 

A fable filver’d. 

Ham. I will watch to night. 

Perchance ’twill walkeagaine. 

Hor.lwitrit it will. 

Ham. If it afiume my noble fathers perlbn 
Ilefpeake to it, though hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this fighc. 

Let it be tenable in your ftlence ftill. 

And whatfoever elfe fhall hap to night. 

Give it annnderflandingjbut no tongue ; 

I will requite your loves : So fare you well. 

Upon the platforme ’twixt eleven and twelve 
Ilevifityou. 

v4&. Our duty to your honour. Exeunt ♦ 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you ; Farewell. 

My fathers Ipirit inarmes, all is not well, 

I doubt fome foule play, would the night were come: 

Tillrtren fit ftill my foule, foule deeds will rife. 

Though all the earth orewhelme them to mens eyes. Exit, 
Enter Laertes ,and Ophelia his Sifter. 

Laer. My neceflaries are imbarkt, farewell. 

And lifter, as the windes give benefit 
And convay in affiftant, doe not deep, 

But kt me heare from you. 

Opheli 







The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ofhel. Doe you doubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet , and the trifling of his favour. 
Hold it a fafoion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of prime nature. 

Forward, not permanent ; fweet,not Iaftitig, 

The perfume and liippliance of a minnte : 

No more. 

Ofhel . No more but lo. 

L aer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant does not grow alone. 

In thewes and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes. 
The inward fervice of the mind and foule 
Growes wide withall : perhaps he loves you now. 
And now no loile nor cautell doth befmerch 
The vertue of his will ; but you muft feare 
His greatneffe wai’d,his wiilis nothisowne. 

He may not, as unvalued perfons doe. 

Crave for himfelfe ; for on his choice depends 
The fafety and health of this whole ftate. 

And therefore muft his choice becircumfcrib’d 
Unto the voice and yeelding of that body 
Whereof he is the head: then if he laies he loves you, 
It fits your wifdome fo far to beleevc it. 

As he in his particular a<5t and place 
May give his laying deed ; which is no further 
Than the maine voice of Denmarke goes withall. 
Then weigh what Ioffe your honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent eare you lift his longs, 

Or loole your heart, or your chafte trealure open 
To his unmaftred impcrtunitie. 

Feare it Ophelia, feare it my deare After, 

And keep you in the reare of your affe<5tion. 

Out of the foot and danger of defire : 

The charieft maid is prodigall enough, 
Iffheunmaske her beauty to the Moone : 

* c V ertue it felfe fiapes not calumnious ftrokes ; 

“ The canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos’d, 






And 



(prince of Denmarke. 

And in the morne and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 

Be wane then, beft fafety lyes in feare. 

Youth to it felfe rebells though noneelleneere. 

Ophel ■ I foallthe eflfedt of this good leflon keep. 
As watchmen to my heart : But good my brother 
Doe not as Ibme ungracious Paftors doe. 

Shew me the fteep and thorny way of heaven. 

Whiles a puft ana rechleffe Libertine, 

Himfelfe the primrole path of dalliance treads. 

And reakes not his owne reed. Enter Polonitft. 

Laer. O feare menot; 

I flay too long : but here my father comes. 
Adoublebleffingisa double grace, 

Occafion liniles upon a fecond leave. 

Tolo.Ytt here Laertes ? aboord,aboord for foatnc. 
The winde fits in the fooulder of your laile. 

And you are ftaid for. There, my blelflng with thee. 
And thefe few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou chara&er: Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his a<ft : 

Be thou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar : 

Thofe friends thou haft and their adoption tried, 
Grapplethem unto thy foule with hoops of fteele. 
But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Ot each new hatcht , unfledg’d courage : beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell , but being in, 

Bear’t that th’oppoler may beware of thee : 

Give every man thy eare, but few thy voice ; 

Take each mans cenlure,but referve thy judgement : 
Coftly thy habit as thy purfe canbUy, 

But not expreft in fancy; rich, not gaudy ; 

°r the apparell oft proclaimes the man, 
nd they in France of the beft ranke and (iatioib 

re of a moft feledf and generous, chiefe in that : 

either a borrower nor a lender boy, 
for love oft lofes both it felfe and friend, 
orrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

This above all, to thine owne felfe be true. 

And it muft follow as the night to day. 

Thou canft not then be fall’e to any man. 

Farewell, my bleffing feafon this in thee. 

Laer. Mott humbly doe I take my leave my Lord. 

Pol. The time inverts you, goe, your fervants tend. 

Laer Farewell Ophelia, and remember well 
W hat I have laid to you. 

Ophel. ‘Tis in my memory lockt. 

And yon your felfe fhall keep the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell. Exit Laertes. 

iV-Whatis’c Ophelia he hath (aid to you ? 

Ophel. So pleafe you, lomething touching the Lord Hamlet . 
Pol. Marrie well bethought. 

*Tis told me he hath very oft of late 

Given private time to you : and you your felfe 

Have of your audience beene moft free and bounteous. 

If it be lb, as lb ’tis put on me. 

And that in way of caution , I muft tell you 
You doe not underttand your felfe focleerly 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour: 

Whatis between you ? give me up the truth. 

Ophel He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Gf his affe&ion to me. 

Pol. Affeftion !puh, youfpeake like a gceenegirle. 

Unfitted in fuch perillous circumttance : 

Doe you beleevehis tenders, as you call them ? 

Ophel I doe not know, my Lord, what I fhould thinke* 

P o/. Marry I will teach you, think your felfea babie. 

That you have ta’n thefe tenders for true pay, 

Which are not fterling : tender your felfe more dearly, 

Or (not to cracke the windeof the poore phrafe ) 

,W rong it thus, you’ll tender me a foole. 

Ophel. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love 
In honourable fafhion. 

‘TV . I, fafhion you may call it, goe too, goe too. 

Ophel . And hath given countenance to his fpeech, 

My Lord with almoft all the holy vow es of heaven. 

T»k 



(prince of Denmarke. 

Pot- Infringes to catch Wood*eockes ; I doknovf 
When the blood burnes how prodigall theloule 
lends the tongue vowes , thefe blazes daughter 
Givin CT more light than heat ; extinci in both. 

Even fn their promile, as it is a making, 

You muft not tak’t for fire : from this time 
Be fomething leant er of your maiden pretence, 

Setyour entreatments at a higher rate 

Than a command to parley ; for Lord Hamlet, 

Beleeve lo much in him, that he is young. 

And with a larger tedder may he walke 
Than may be given you : in few Ophelia , 

Doe not beleeve his vowes, for they are Broker^’ 

Not of that dye which their inveftments lhew» 

But treere implorators of unholy liiits. 

Breathing likefan&ified and pious bonds* 

The better to beguile : this is for all, 

I would not, in plaine termes,from this time forth 
Have you lb Hander any moments leilure, 

As to give words or talke with the Lord Hamlet , 

Looke too’t I charge you, come your wayes. 

Ophel. I fhall obey my Lord. Exeunt « 

Enter Hamlet , Horatio ,and Marcellos. 

Ham- The aire bites fhrewdly,itisverycoId. 

Bora. It is nipping, and an eager aire. 

Ham. W hat houre now ? 

Hora. I ihinkeit lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it is ftrooke. 

Hora. Indeed, I heard it not : it then drawes neere the feafon 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk. A flourish ofT> mm* 
What does this meane my Lord ? pets , and two pieces goe ojf. 

Ham. The King doth walke to night, and takes his rowle, 
Keepes \vaflell,and the fwaggering up-lpringreeles, 

Andas hedraines his draughts of Rhenifh downe, 
f he Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
Ihe triumph of his pledge. 

Hora. Is it a cuftome ? 

Ham, I marry is’c, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

But to my mir.de> though l am native here 

And to the mann er home, it is a cuftome 

More honour’d in the breach than the oblervance : 

This heavie-headed reveil Eaft and W eft 

Makes us traduc’d and taxed of other Nations ; 

They clepeus Drunkards,and with fwinifli phrafe 

Soile our addition: and indeed it takes 

From our atchievements, though perform’d at height> 

The pith and marrow of our attribute : 

So oft it chances in particular men, 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them> 

As in their birth, wherein they are not gililty, 

( Since nature cannot choofe his origen) 

By their ore-growth of fome complexion. 

Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of realon > 

Or by fome habit that too much ore-leavens 
The forme of plaufive manners, that thefe men 
Carrying I fay the ftampe of one defeft, 

Bei ng Natures livery, or Fortunes ftarre, 

His vertues elfebe they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may undergoe. 

Shall in the general! cenfore take corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of eale 
Doth all the noble fubftance of a doubt 
To his owne fcandall. Enter Cjhojl \ 

Hor. Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend us ! 

Be thou a fpiritofhealth, or Goblin damn’d, 

Bring with thee aires from heaven,orblafts from hel, 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou com’ft in fuch a queftionablefhape 
That Iwillfpeaketo thee; He call thee Hamlet > 
King, Father , royall Dane : O anlwere me. 

Let me notburft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Have burft their cerements : why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we law thee quietly interr’d. 

Hath op’t his ponderous and marble jawes, 
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(prince of Denmarke. 

To caft thee up againe : what may this meane^ 

That thou dead coarle againe in complete fteele 
Revifites thus the glimpfes of the moone. 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature 

So horridly to ftiake our difpofition 

with thoughts beyond the reaches of our ioules ? 

Say why is this Pwherefore ? what fhould we doe ? Becker 
^.Itbeckens you togoe away with it. 

As ific fome impartment did de fire 

To you alone. 

Mar. Lookewith what courteous action 
It waves you to a mote removed ground, 

But doe notgoe with it. 

Hora. No, by no meanes. 

Ham. It will not fpeake, then I will follow it- 
Hera. Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why ? what (hould be the feare ? 

I doe not fet my life at a pins fee : 

And for my foule , what can it doe to that, 

Being a thing immortall like it felfe ? 

It waves me forth againe , lie follow it. 

Hora. What ifit tempt you toward the flood my Lor d. 

Or to the dreadfull Ibmnet of the cleefe, 

Thatbettels ore hisbafe into the lea. 

And there a flume fome other horrible forme, 

Which might deprive your foveraignty of realon* 

And draw you into madnefle ? thinke of it. 

The very place put s toyes ofdefperation 
* Without more motive, into every braine. 

That lookes lb many fadomes to the fea. 

And heares it roare beneath. 

Ham. It waves me ftill, 

Goe on, lie follow thee. 

CMar. You fhall not goe my Lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands- 
^S ra ‘ ri d’d, you (ball not goe. 

Ham. My fate cry es out. 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
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v The Tragedy of Hamlet 

As hardy as the Heme an Lions nerve : 

Still am I call’d ; unhand me Gentlemen, 

By heaven lie make a Ghoft ofhim that lets me: 

I lay away : Goe on, He follow thee. Exit Ghoft and Hamlet, 

Hor. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

Mar. I ets follow, ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hor a. Have after : to what ilfue will this come ? 

Mar- Something is rotten in the State of Denmark* 

Hor a. Heaven will diredt it. 

Mar. Nay let’s follow him. Exeunt, 

Enter Cfh> (l and Hamlet. 

Ham. W hit her wilt thou lead me ? fpeake, lie goe no further, 

Ghoft. Marke me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghoft. My houre is almoft comes 
When I to lulphrous and tormenting flames 
Muft render up my lelfe. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

Ghoft. Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I fhall unfold. 

Ham. Speake, I am bound to heare. 

Gho. So art thou to revenge when thou {halt heare. 

Ham. W hat ? 

Ghoft. I am thy fathers {pint. 

Doom’d for a certaine terme to walke the night. 

And for theday confin’d to tali in fires. 

Till the foule crimes, donein my dayes of nature 
Are burnt and purg’d away : But that lam forbid 
To tell the fecretsof my prifon houle, 

I could a tale unfold, whole lighted word 
W ould harrow up thy loule, freeze thy young blood. 

Make thy t wo eyes like ftars ftart from their Ipheres, 

Thy knotted and combined Iockes to part. 

And each particular haire to ftand an end 
Like quills upon the fearefiill Porpentine : 

But this erernall bjazon muft not be 
Toearesoffefti andblood : lift, lift,Olift, 

If thou didft ever thy deare father love. 



Prince of Denmark^ 

Gho. Revenge his foule & moft unnaturall murder. 
Ham- Murder ! 

Ghoft. Murder moft foule, as m the belt it is j 
But this moft foule, ftrange and unnaturall. 

Ham. Haft me to knovv’t, that I with wings as lwift 
As mediation, or the thoughts of love, 

May fweepe to my revenge. 

Ghoft. lfinde thee apt; 

And duller fliouldft thou be than the fat weed 
That roots it felfe in eafe on Lethe wharfe, 

Wouldft thou not ftirre in this : now Hamlet heare, 
’Tis given out, that fleeping in my Orchard 
A Serpent ftung me : lb the whole eare of Denmark J 
Is by a forged proceffe of my death 
Rankely abufed : but know thou, noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did fting thy fathers life 
Now weares his Crowne. 

Ham. O my Propheticke foule, my uncle I 
Ghoft. T,thatinceduous,that adulterate bead. 
With witchcraft of his witSiwith trait’rous gifts, 

O wicked wits, and gifts that have the power 
So to feduce ! won to his fhameiull luft 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queene- 

0 Hamlet, what a falling off was th, re 
From me, whole love was of that dignity. 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage ? and to decline 
Upon a wretch , whole naturall gifts were poore 
To thofe of mine'but vertue,as it never will be mov’d 
Though lewdneffe court it in a Ibape of heaven, 

So but though to a radiant Angle linckt, 

W ill fort it felfe in a celefliall bed. 

And prey on garbage. 

But foft, me thinkes I lent the morning aire, 

Briefe let me be : Sleeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftome alwaies of the afternoone. 

Upon my fecure houre thy uncle ftole 

Ham. 






The Tragedy of Hamlet 

With juice of curled Hebona in a Viall, 

And in the porches of my eares did poure 
The leprous diftilment, vvhofe eftedt 
Holds luch an enmity with blood of man. 

That iwifc as Quick-filver it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body. 

And with a fudden vigour it doth pofleffe 
And curd, like eager droppings into milke. 

The thin and wholfome blood ; lb did it mine. 

And a moll inftant Tetter barkt about 
Moft Lazar-li ke, with vile and loathlomc cruft 
Allmyfmooth body. 

Thus was I fleeping, by a brothers hand. 

Of life,of Crowne,of Queene at once difpatcht. 

Cut oft even in the blofl'omes of my finne, 
Unnuzled, dilappointed, un-anueld, 

No reckoning made, but lent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head. 

Oh horrible, O horrible, moft horrible, 

If thou haft nature in thee beare it not, 

Let not the rOyall bed of Denmark* be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. 

But howlomever thou purlueft this a<5t. 

Taint not thy minde,nor let thy loule contrive 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven. 

And to thofe thornes that in herbolbme lodge, 

To pricke and fting her : fare thee well at once, 
TheGIoworme fhewes the marine to be neere, 
i And ’gins to pale his uncffe&uall fire : 

Adieu, adieu, adieu, remember me. 

Ham. O all you hoft of heaven ! O earth ! what elfe? 
And fhall I couple hell ? O fie ! hold my heart. 

And you my finewes,grow not inftantold. 

But beare me fiviftly up ; remember thee ! 

I thbu poore Ghoft, whiles memory holds a feat 
In this diffracted Globe : remember thee \ 

Yea, from the tableofmy memorie 
He wipe away all triviall fond records. 




(Prince o/Denmarke. 

All faw of bookes, all formes, all preflures part. 

That youth and obfervation copied there. 

And thy commandement all alone fhall live 
Within thebooke and volume ofmy braine, 

Unmixt with baler matter ; yes by heaven. 

0 moft pernicious woman ! 

Ovillaine,vil!aine, failing damned villaine! 

My tables, meet it is I fet downe. 

That one may linile, and fmile, and be a villaine ; 

At leaft I am furc it may be fo in Denmark*- 
So uncle there you are : now to my word. 

It is adieu, adieu, remember me. 

1 have fworne’t. Enter Herat h and Marcctltti* 

Hora. My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar. Lord Hamlet. 

Hora. Heavens fecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 
c tear. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho boy, come, and come. 

Mar. How is’t my noble Lord ? 

Ham. O wonderfull ! 

Hor. Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham. No, you will reveale it. 

Hora. Not I my Lord by heaven. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Bufyo^’ll^eTecret° U thenjW0U * d ^ eart °^ man once thinke it ? 
Both. I by Heaven. 

_Ham. There’s never a villaine > - 

Dwelling in all Denmarke, 

Uuthee’s an arrant Knave. 

To te*l? us"thfs ' E neC< ^ S n ° my Lord, come from the grave 

AndT* T y n '§ ht ’ y° u are m the right, 

Thnlwc th ? Ut more c ircumftance at all 
W 1 fitth k a V Wc 1 f ak ehandsand P art, 

£ **2 OU ' ' U [ in l ffe and defire pointyou, 
evdry man hath bufineffe and defire. 7 • 
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Such as it is, and for my owne poore part 
Iwillgoepray. 

Hora. Thefe are but wild and whurling words my Lord. 
Ham. I am forry they offend you heartily, 

Yes faith heartily. 

Hera. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Patrick.* but there is Horatio, 

And much offence too : touching this vilion here. 

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you ; 

For your defire to know what is betweene us 
Ore-mafter’t as you may: and now good friends, 

As you are friends. Scholars, and Souldiers 
Give me one poore requeft. 

Hora. What is’t my Lord, we will.. 

Ham. Never makeknowne what you have leene to night. 
Both. My Lord we will not. 

Ham. Nay but Iwear’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 

OWar. Nor I my Lord in faith. - 

Ham. Upon my (word. 

Mar. We have fworne my Lord already.' 

Ham. Indeed upon my f*vord : indeed. 

Ghofi cries under the (lace. 

tfhofi. Sweare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, fai ft thou lb ? art thou there true- penny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Selieridge 
Content to (vveare. 

Hora Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Never to fpeake of this that you have leene, 

Sweare hy my fvord. 

Ghofi S veare. 

Ham. Hie & ubique^ then wee’ll fliift our ground 2 
Come hither Gentlemen 
And lay your hands againe upon my fword : 

Sweare by my {word. 

^ e J, e . r r ° ^"“ a ^ e of this that you have heard. 

Ghost. Sweare by his Ivvord. 

Ham. w ell laid old Mole,canft thou worke i s th earth fofift ? 

Avvor- 



(prince o/Dcntnarke. 

A worthy Pioner, once more remove good friends. 

Hora. O day and night 1 but this is wondrous ftrange. 

Ham. And therefore as a ftranger give it welcome: 

There are more things in heaven and earth Horatio 
Thanaredream’tofin your Phi lolbphy : but come, 
Hereasbefore;never fo help you mercy, 

(How ftrange or odde lo ere I beare my folfe. 

As I perchance hereafter lhall thinke meet. 

To put anantike difpofition on, 

That you at fuch times feeing me, never (ball 
With armes encombred thus , or head thus fhak’c. 

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtfull phrafe. 

As, well well ,we know, or we could and if we would, 

Or if we lift to fpeake, or there be and if they might, ^ 

Or fuch ambiguous giving out, to note) 

That you know ought of me, this doe fweare. 

So grace and mercy at your moft need helpe you, 

Ghofi. Sweare. 

Ham. Reft,reft,perturbed Ipirit. So Gentlemen 
W ith all my love I doe commend me to you. 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is 

May doe t’cxprelTe his love and friending to you 

God willing {ball not lacke : let us goe in together^ 

And ftill your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of joint, O curled fpighc 
That ever I was borne to fet it right ! 

Nay come, lets goe together. Exeunt* 

Enter old * Polonius with his man or two. 

Pol. Give him this money, and thefe two notes Reynaldol 
Pej. I will my Lord. 

Pol. You fhalldoe marvellous wifely, good Reynaldo, 

Before you vifit him to make inquire 
Of hisbehaviour. 

Rey. My Lord I did intend it. 

Pol, Marrie well laid, very well laid,looke you fir, 

Lnquire me firft what Danskers are in Paris, 
nn ho w,and who, what means,and where they keep, 
wtiat company, ac what expence : and finding 

Di By 









TbeTragedy of Hamlet 

By this encompaffment and drift of queftion. 

That they doe know my Ton , come you more neerer 
Then your particular demands will tonchit. 

Take you as’t were fomediftant knowledge of him. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends. 

Arid in part him : Doe you marke this Reynaldo ? 

Rey. ], very well my Lord. 

TV. And in part him,but you may lay not well. 

But if it be he I meane hee’s very wilde. 

Addicted lb and lb, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleale, marry nonelbranke 
As may di (honour him, take heedofthat ; 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufuall (lips 
As are companious noted and moft knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

‘Rey. As gaming my Lord. 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, (wearing. 

Quarrelling, drabbing,you may goe fo farre. 

Rey. My Lord, that would dilhonour him. 

Pol. Faith as you may fealbn it in the charge. 

You muff not put another fcandall on him. 

That he is open to incontinency. 

That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults (b quaintly, 
That they may feeme the taints ofliberty. 

The flafh and out-breake of a fiery mind, 

Afavageneffe in unreclaimed blood 
Ofgenerallaflault. 

Rey. But my good Lord. 

TV. W herefore fhould you doe this ? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that. 

Pol. Marry fir here’s my drift, 

And I beleeve it is a fetch of wit. 

You laying thefe Height fullies on my fonne. 

As tvvere a thing a little foil’d with working, 

Mark you, your party in conver(e,he you would found, 
Having ever feene in the prenominate crimes 
The youth yon breath of guilty, be aflitt’d 
e doles with you in this coniequence ; 
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Prince of Denmarke.' 

r/wl fir for fo) or friend, or Gentleman, 

According to the phrafe or the addition 
Of man and countreys 
v ei Very good my Lord. 

And then fir does a this, a does : what was I about to fay ? 
By the Ma(fe I was about to fay fomething, 

where did I leave? 

y e y. At clofes in the confequencc. 

Tol. At clofes in the confequence ; I marry, 

He clofes thus, I know the Gentleman 
Ifawhim yefterday,or th’otberday. 

Or then, or then, with iuch or fuch, and,as you fay. 

There was a gaming there, or tooke in’s rowfe. 

There falling out at Tennis, or perchance 
I faw him enter fuch and (uch a houfe offale. 

Videlicet, a Brothell, or fo forth. See you now. 

Your bait of falfhood tak es this carpe of truth. 

And thus doe we of vvifdome and of reach, 

Withwindlefles,and with effayes of byas. 

By indireCtsfinde directions out : 

So by my former LeChire and advice 

Shall you my lonne. You have me, have you not ? 

Rey. My Lord I have. 

Pol. God buy ye, fare ye well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. 

Tol. Oblerve his inclination in your felfe. 

Rey, I (ball my Lord. 

Tol. And let him ply his Muficke. 

Rey. Well my Lord. j Exit Rey. 

Enter Ofhelia.v . u 

T o/.Farwell.How nowO/>/V*4,what’sthe matter? 

Ofh.O my Lord, my Lord, I have bin (b affrighted. 

Polo, w ith what i’th name of God ? 

Ophel. My Lord as I was lowing in my Clolet, 

Lord Hamlet with his doublet all unbrac’d, 
o hat upon his head his flockins foul’d, 
ngartred, and downe gyved to his ankle, 
a eas his fhirt, his knees knocking each other, 
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The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

And with a looke lo piteous in purport, 

As if he had beene looted out of hell 
To ipeake of horrors, he comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Ophel My Lord I doe not kno v. 

But truely I doe feareit. 

Pol. Whatfaidhe? 

Ophel. He took me by the wrift, and held me hard* 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme. 

And wicb his other hand thus ore his brow 
He falls to l'uch perufall of my face 
As a would draw it : long ftaid he lo. 

At laft, a little (baking of mine arme. 

And thrice his head thus waving up and downe, 

He railed a figh lo piteous and profound 
As it did feeme to (batter all his bulke. 

And end his being. : that done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head over his (boulders turn’d 
Hee feem'd to finde his way without his eyes ; 

For out of doores he went without their helpes. 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, goe with me, I will goe feeke the King, 
This is the very extafie of love, 

W hole violent property forgoes it lelfe. 

And leads the will to delperate undertakings. 

As oft as any paffions under heaven 
That does afflicl our natures : I am (brrie • 

W hat ? have you given him any hard words of late ? 

Ophel. No my good Lord, but as you did command, 
I did repell his letters, and deni’d 
Hisaccefletome. 

Pol. That hath made him mad : 

I am lorrie that with better heed and judgement 
I had not coated him ; I fear’d he did but trifle. 

And meant to wrack thee, but befhrew my jealoufie; 
By heaven it is as proper to our age 
To call beyond our (elves in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger lore 
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i “Prince of DenmarkeJ 

To lacke dilcretion : Come, goe we to the King,. 

This muft be knowne, which being kept clofe ought move 
More griefe to hide , than hate to m ter love. 

° mC fleftrijh. Enter King and Queene, Rofencraus and 

Ctaldenfierne. 

King. Welcome deare Rofencram and GuildenflernC} 
Moreover, that we much did long to fee you, 

7 he need we have to ufe you did provoke 
Ourhaftie fending. Something you have heard 
Ol Hamlets transformant n, lo I call it, 

Sith nor th ’exterior, nor the inward man 
Refemblesthat it was : what it (bonld be 
More than his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the underftandingol himlelfe 
I cannot dreame of :] entreat you both. 

That being ol (b young dayes brought up witn him. 

And fith lo neighboured to his youth and haviour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft here inour Court 
Some little time, lb by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures, and to gather 
So much as from occalion you may gleane. 

Whether ought to us unknown affiidts him thus , 

That open’d lyes within our remedy. 

Que Good Gentlemen, he hath much talkt of you, 

And lure I am two men there are not living 
To whom he more adheres ;if it will pleale you 
To (hew us lo much gentry and good will. 

As to expend your time with us a while 
For the fupply and profit of our hope. 

Your vifitation lbould ^receive luch chankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Ref Both your Ma jellies 
Mtgnt by the Soveraigne power you have of us 
Put your dread plealiires more into command 
Than to intreary. 

Gxil. But we both obey. 

And here give up our lelves in the full bens 
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The Tragedy ef Hamlet 

To layourfervice freely at your feet. 

King Thanks Rofencram and gentle Guildenflern. 

Que. Thanks Guildenflern, and gentle Rofencram. 

And Ibeleechyouinftantly tovifit 

My too much changed fonne : goe feme of you 

And bring thefe Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Gail. Heavens make our prefence and our pra&ices 
Pleafant and helpfull to him. 

Queen. Amen. Exeunt Ref. and Guil. 

Enter Polonitts. 

P<?/.Th’Embafladors from Norway, my good Lord, 

Are joyfully return’d. 

Kmg. Thou ftil haft bin the Father of good nevves. 

To/. Have I my Lord ? I aflure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my fbule, 

Both to my God and to my gracious King : 

And I doe thinke,oreIfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the tray le of policie fofiire 
As it hath us’d to doe, that I have found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. 

Kmg. O fpeake of that, that doe I long to heare. 

Pol. Give firft admittance to theE^bafladors, 

My newes fhall be the fruit to that great feaft. 

King. Thy felfe doe grace to t hem, & bring them in • 

He tels me, my dtivc Gertrud, he hath found 
The head and fource ofail your fbnnes diftemper. 

Quee. I doubt it is no ocher but themaine. 

His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter Smbafjadors . 

King. W ell,we fhall fift him : welcome my good friends j 
Say V !>/temand,whzt from our brother 'Norway ? 

Vi ol. Moft faire returne of greetings and defires : 

Upon onr firft he lent out to fupprefle 
HisNephewes levies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’gainft the Pollacks, 

But better lookt into, he truly found 

It was againft your Highnefle ; whereat griev’d 

That fo his ficknefle, age, and impotence 

Was 



Prince of Denmark^ 

W'as falfly borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortenbrajfe, which he in briefe obayefc 
Receives rebuke from Norway, and in fine. 

Makes vow before his uncle nevermore 
To give th’afiay of armes againft your Majeftie : 
Whereon old Norway overcome with joy 
Gives him threefcore thoufand crowns in annual fe$ 
And his Commiflion, to imploy thofe Souldiers 
So levied as before, againft the To Hacks, 

With an entreaty herein furcher fhowne. 

That it might pleafe you to give quiet pa fie 
Through your dominions for this enterprize 
Onliich regards oflafety and allowance 
As herein are fet downe. 

King. It likes us well. 

And at our more confidered time wee’ll read, 
Anfwer, and thinke upon this bufinefle : 

Meane time we thank you for your well took labour, 
Goe to your reft, at night wee’ll feaft together : 

Moft welcome home. Exeunt Embaffadorc. 

Tol. This bufinefle is well ended. 

My Liege and Madam, toexpoflulate 
W hat majeftie fhould be, what duty is. 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 

W ere nothing but to wafte night, day, and time ; 
Therefore brevitie is the fbule of wit, 

And tedioufnefle the limbes and outward flourishes* 
I will be briefe : your noble fonne is mad. 

Mad call lit, for to define true madnefle. 

What is’tbut to be nothing elfebut mad 
But let that goe. 

Qaee. More matter with lefie art. 

Ttf C u ^?^ arn I fweare I ufe no art at all. 

That hee s mad ’tis true, ’tis true, ’tis pitty, 
Andpitty’tis ’tis true,a foolifh figure, 

But farewell it,fpr I will ufe no art : 
ad let us grant him then, and now remaines 
1 nat vve out the caufe of this efteft, 
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Or rather fay the caufe of this defe<tt, 

For this effect defective comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines,and the remainder thus* 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter, have while (be is mine, 

Who in her duty and obedience, marke, 

Hath given me this ; now gather and furmife. 

To the Ce left tall, my foules I doll, the mofi beautified Ophelia. 
That’s an illphrafe,a vile p hr afe y beautified is a vile phrafe : fat 
you Jball he are, thm in her excellent 'white bofome,Thefe,&c . 
Que en. Camethis from Hamlet toher ? 

Tol Good Madam flay a while, I will be faithful!. 

Doubt thou the fiarres are fire. Letter . 

Doubt that the fume doth move-, 

Doubt truth to be a lyer t 
But never doubt 1 love . 

O dears Ophelia. Iam ill at thefe numbers , I have not art it 
reckon my groanes ; but that I love thee best, O mofi befi belttvt 
it : Adieu. Thine evermore mofi deare Lady , whilefi thk 
much mt is to him , Hamlet. 

Pol. This i n obedience hath my daughter flhowne me. 

And more about have hisfolicitings, 

As they fell out by time,by meanes,and place. 

All given to mine eare. 

King. But how hath fhe receiv’d his love ? 

Pol. What doe you thinke of me ? 

King. Asofamanfaithfull and honourable; 

Pol. I would faine prove lo ; but what might you thinke 
When I had feene this hot love on the wing, 

As I perceiv’d it (T mutt tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me ; what might you 
Or my deare Majeftie your Queen here thinke. 

If I had plaid thedeske.or Table-booke, 1 

Or given m.y heart a winking, mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt upon this love with idle fight. 

What might yon thinke ? no, I went round to worke, 

And my young Miftrefle thus I did befpeake: 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Sphere, 

This mutt not be : and then I precepts gave her, 



(prince of Den marke. 

That {be {bould locke her felfe from his refort, 

Admit no meflengers, receive no tokens. _ , 

Which done, (lie tooke the fruits of my advice ; 

And he repell’d, a fhort tale to make. 

Fell into a fadnefle, then into aFaft, 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weaknefle. 

Thence to a lightneffe,and by this declenfion 
Into the madnefle wherein now he raves. 

And all we mourne for. 

Ting-Doe you thinke ’tis this ? 

Que. It may be very likely. . f , 

Pel. Hath there been fuch a time, I would fame kno W that, 
Thatlhavepofitively laid, ’tis lo. 

When it prov’d otherwife ? 

X/'^.Not that I know. , 

Pol. Take this from this , if thisbe otherwife , 
Ifcircumftanceslead me, I will finde 
Where truth ishid,though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know fometimes he walkes fbure houres together 
Herein the Lobby. 

Queen. So he does indeed . 

Pol. At iuch a time lie loofe my daughter to him# 

Be you and I behind the Arras then, 

Marke the encounter; if he love her not. 

And be not from his reafon faine thereon. 

Let me be no afliftant for a State, 

But keep a Farme and Carters. 

King. W e will try it. Enter Hamlet . 

Slueen. But look where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 
Pol. Away, I doebefecch you both away. Exit King and 

lie board him prefently.Oh give me leave. Queen . 

How does my good Lord Hamlet l 
Ham. W ell, God a mercy. 

P «l- Doe you know me,my Lord ? 

Ham . Excellent well, you are a Fishmonger. 

Pol. Not I my Lord. 

E 2 Ham. 










77;e Tragedy e/Hamlet M 

^T/jw.Thenl would you were lo honeft a man.’ 

7 W. Honeft my Lord? 

i fir, to be honeft as this wor Id goes 
Is to be one man pickt out often thouland. 

Tel. That’s very true my Lord. . 

Ham- For if the Sunne breed maggots m a dead dogge, being* 
good killing carrion. Have you a daughter ? 

Pel. I have my Lord. _ . 

Ham. Let her not walke i’th Sun, conception is a bleffing, 

But as your daughter may conceive, friend looke to’t. 

Pol. How fay you by that ? ftill harping on my daughter, yet he 
knew me not at firft,a laid I was a filh-monger, a is far gone ; and 
truly in my youth I fuffered much extre mity for love , very neare 
this : He fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my Lord ? 

Ham. Word s, words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter my Lord ? 

Ham. Betweene who ? 

±Pol. I meane the matter that you read my Lord.' 

Ham. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue faies here, that old 
men have gray beards , that their faces are wrinkled , their eyes 
purging thicke Amber, and Plum-tree Gum, and that they havea f 
plentitull lacke of wit, together with moft weake hams, all which 
fir though I moft powerfully and potently beleeve, yet I hold it 
not honeftie to have it thus let downe, lor your felfe fir (hall grow 

old, as I am, if like a crab you could goe backward. # > 

Pol. Though this be madnefle , yet there is method, in’t, will 
you walke out of the aire my Lord ? 

Ham. Into my grave. 

Pol. Indeed that’s out of the aire ; how pregnant fometimes 
his replyes are ? a happines that often madres hits on, which rea- 
fon and ianftitie could not fo happily be delivered of. I will leave 
him and my daughter. My Lord I will take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot take from me any thing that I wi 11 not more 
willingly part withall, except my life except my life, except my 
life. Enter Cjuildenfternc and Rof txcram. 

Pol. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fooles. 

pel. You goe to feeke the Lord Hamlet , there he is. . 





Prince of Dc nmarke. 



r/ God fave your fir. 

Guil. My honoured Lord. 

Vnf My moft dearc L.orcf# 3 

Ham My excellent good friends, how doft thou gttyldenfiem ? 
Ah Roferxram good lads how doe you both ? 

Rof. As the indifferent children ofthe earth. 

Ctttl Happy in that we are not ever happy on fortunes cap, 
we are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foies of her fhooe. 

^/Neither my Lord. 

Ham.lhtn you live about her waft, or in the middle Oi her fa- 



pet. What nevves? 

R e f None my Lord,but the worlds growne honeft. (true. 

Ham. Then is Doomef-day neere : but your nevves is not 
But in the beaten way of friendftiip,what make you at Elf tnour ? 

^/ITovifityou my Lord, no other occafion. 

ifow.Begger that I am, I am even poore in thanks, but I thank 
you, and fure deare friends my thanks are too deare a halfe-peny : 
were you not fent for ? is it your owne inclining ? is it a free vifita- 
tion ? come, come, deale juft ly with me, come, come, nay fpeake* 

Guyl. What ftiould we fay my Lord ? 

Ham. hay thing, but to’tn purpole,you were fent for, and there 
is a kind of confeffion in your lookes , which your modefties have 
not craft enough to colour : I know the good King and Queene 
have lent for you. 

Rof. To what end my Lord ? 

Ham. That you muft teach me :but let me conjure you by the 
rights of our fcllowfhips,by the eonfonancyof our youth , by the 
obligation of our ever prelerved love , and by what more deare a 
better propofer can charge you withall , bee even and diretft with 
me whether you were fent for or no. 

Rof What fay you ? 

#<?*» Nay t' en I have an eie of y ou,if you love me hold not off. 

Guyl. My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham. i will tell you why, fo fhall my anticipation prevent your 
difcovery, and your fecrecy to the King and Queer, moult no fea- 
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thcr : I have of late, but wherefore I know not, loft all my mirth, 
forgone all cuftome ofexercifesjand indeed it goes fo heavily with 
my difpofition, that this goodly frame the earth feemes tomee a 

fterill promontoric ; thismoft excellent Canopie the aire, looke 
you, this brave ore-hanged firmament, this majefticall roofe fr et . 
ted with golden fire, why it appeareth nothing to me but a foiife 
and peftilent congregation of vapours. What a piece a worke is 
man ! how noble in realon how infinite in faculties ! in forme and 
moving how expreffe and admirable! inatfion how like an An- 
gel ! in apprehenfion how like a God ! the beauty of the world, the 
paragon of animals;Sc yet to me what is this quinteflence of duft ? 
man delights not me, nor woman neither, though by your fouling 
youfeemetofay fo. 

Rof My Lord there was no fuch ftuffe in my thoughts. 

Ham. W hy did ye laugh then, when I laid man delights not me? 

Ref. To thinke my Lord, if you delight not in man, what Lenten 
entertainment thePlaiers (hall receive from you, we coated them 
on the way, and hither are they comming to offer you fervice. 

Ham. He that playes the King (hall be welcome, his Majeftia 
fhall have tribute of mee, the adventurous Knight fhallufe his 
foy ie and target, the lover (ball not figh gratis, the humorous man 
fhall end his part in peace, and the Lady (ball fay her mind freely, 
or the blanke verfe (ball halt for’t. What players are they ? 

Rof. Eventhofe you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Tra- 
gedians of the City. 

Ham. How chances it they travell ? their refidence both in re- 
putation and profit was better both wayes. 

Rof. I thinke their inhibition comes by the meanes of the late 
innovation. - 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did when I was 
in the City ? are they (o followed ? 

Rof No indeed, they are not. 

Ham. It is not very ftrange ; for my uncle is King of Denmark, 
and thole that would make moutbes at him while my father lived, 
give twenty, forty, fifty, a hundred duckets a peece for his piiiure 
in little : s’blood there is (bmething in this more than naturall, if 
Philofophy could fi nde i t out. A Flottrijh. 

Gull. There are the players, 

Hanf< 



(Prince of Denmarke. 



mm Gentlemen you are welcome toElfenottr, your hands : 
come t hen, th’appurtenance of welcome is afoion andeeremo- 
Set me comply with you in this garbe, left my extent to the 
Plaierc, which I tell you muft (hew fairly outwards, fliould more 
anpeare like entertainment than yours ; you are welcome : but 
ray Uncle-father and Aunt-mother are deceived. 

Guyl. In what my deare Lord ? 

Ham. I am but mad North North-weft, when the wind is Sou- 

i from a hanrl-faw. 
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Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham Harke you Gujldenftcrn, and you too, at each eare a hea- 
rer, that great baby as you fee is not yet out ofhis fwadling clouts. 

Rof Happely he is the fecond time come to them, for they fay 
an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophecie that he comes to tell me of the Players, 
marke it : You fay right fir, a Munday morning ’twas then indeed. 

Pel. My Lord I have newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord I have newes to tell you : when Rojfm was an 
Adtorin Rome. 

Pol. The Adtors are come hither my Lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz. 

Pol. Upon mine honour. 

Ham. Then came each Adfor on hisafle. 

7V. The beft Adfors in the world, either for T ragedy, Comedy, 
Hiftory, Paftorall, Paftorall-Comicall, Hiftorical-Paftorall fcene 
indevidable, or Poem unlimited: Seneca cannot bee too heavie, 
nor Plant ru too light for the law of writ and the liberty ; thefe are 
theonely men. 1 

Ham. O Jeftha Judge of Ifrael what a treafure hadft thou ? 

P ol. W’tm a treafure had he my Lord - ; • 

Ham Why onefaire daughter and no more, the which hee lo- 
ved pafling well. 

TV. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’rh right old Jeftha ? 

Rol. W hat followes then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as by lot God wot , and then you know it came to 
pane, as moft like it was : the fir ft row of the pans chanfbn will 
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flievv you more, for looke where my abridgement comes. 

Enter the P layers. 

Ham. You are welcome matters, welcome all) I am glad tofec 
thee well, welcome good friends ; oh old friend ! why thy facei$ 
valanc d fince Ifawthee laft, com’ft chou to beard mee in !)<•«. 
marks ? what my young Lady and Miftrefle 1 my Lady your Ladi- 
fhip is neercr to heaven than when I faw you laft by the altitude 
of a.chopine, pray God your voice, like a peece of uncurrant gold, 
be not crackt within the ring : matters you are all welcome, wee’ll 
e’en to’t like friendly Faukners , flye at any thing wee fee, wee’ll 
have a fpeech ftrait , come give us a tafte of your quality, come a 
pattionate fpeech. 

Player . What Ipeech my good Lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeake me a fpeech once,butit was never a- 
died, or ifit was, not above once, for the play I remember pleafed 
not the million, ’twas caviary to the generall, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whofe judgements in fuch matters cried in the 
top of mine, an excellent play , welldigefted in the fcenes,fet 
downe with as much modefty as cunning. I remember one faid 
there were no fallets in the lines to make the matter favoury.nor 
no matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affedion, 
but call’d it an honeft method, as wholefome asfweet,and by very 
much more handiome than fine ; one Ipeech in't I chiefly loved, 
'twas tsEneas talketo Dido , and thereabout of it elpecially when 
he fpeakes of Priams (laughter, ifit live in your memory begin at 
this line,let me fee, let me fee,the rugged Pyrrhus like th’ircanian 
Beatt, ’tis not it begins with Pyrrhus . The rugged Pyrrhus , hee 
Twhofe (able armes, 

Blacke as hispurpofe did the night refemblc. 

When he lay couched in th’ominous horle. 

Hath now his dread and blacke completion fmear'd 
With Heraldry more di fmal 1 head to foot : 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, (bones. 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftreets. 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their Lords murder, rotted in wrath and fire, 

And thus ore-cifcd with coagulate gore, 

With 
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With eyes like Carbuncle, the htWlfoTyrrhus 
Okteranfire Priam feekes j (b proceed you. 
p^/.pore God my Lord well fpoken, with good accent and good 
•play. Anon he finds him fdiicretion. 

Striking too fliort at Greekes, his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lyes where it falls. 

Repugnant to command ; unequall matcht, 

Pyrrhus at Priam A rives , in rage ttrikes wide, 

Bnt with the vvhiffe and winde of his fell (word 
Th’unnerved father falls. 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his bale, and with a hideous crafti 
Takes prilbner Pyrrhus eare : for loehis (word. 

Which was declining on the milky head 
Ofreverent Triam, feem’d i’th ayre to fticke. 

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrhus flood, 

Likea neutrall to his willand matter. 

Did nothing: - 

But as we often fee againft (bme ftorme, 

A filence in the heavens,the rackes ftand ftill. 

The bold wind Ipeechlefle ,and the orbe below 
As hufh as death, anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region : fo after Pyrrhus pawfe, 

A rowfcd vengeance fetshim new aworke. 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall, 

O n M ars his armour, forg’d for proofe eterne. 

With lefleremorfe than Pyrrhus bleeding (word 
Now falls on iVw>w. 

Out, out, thou ftrumpet Fortune ! all you gods 
In generall fynod take away her power, 

Breake all the (pokes and felloes from her wheefe, 

Andboule the round nave downe the hill of heaven, 

As low as to the fiends- 
■Po/. This is too long. 

Ha. it (hall to the Barbers with your beard : prethee fay on, he’s 
tor a jig, or a tale of bawdry,or he deeps ; fay on, come to Hecuba. 
jPjyy. But who, ah woe had feene the mobled Queene. 

Ham- The mobled Queene ! 
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Polo. That’s good. 

Play. Run barefoot up and downe,threatning the flames, 
With Bifonrhume, a clout upon that head 
-Where late the diadem flood and for a robe. 

About her lanke and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blanket in the alarrae of feare caught up. 

Who this had feene, with tongue in venome fteepr, 

’Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon have pronounc’d : 

But if the gods themfelves did fee her then, 

W hen fhe law Pyrrhus make malicious lporc 
In mincing with hisfword her husbands limbes. 

The inftant burft of clamor that fhe made, 

Unlefle things mortall move them not at all. 

Would have made milch the burning eyes ol heaven. 

And paflion in the gods. 

Pol. Lcoke where he has not turned his colour, and has teares 
in’s eyes : prethee no more. 

Ham. ’T is well, He have thee fpeake out the reft of this loone. 
Good my Lord doe you fee the Players well beftowed, doe you 
heare, let them be well ufed , for they are the abftradf andbriefe 
Chronicles of the time; after your death you were better havea 
bad Epitaph, than their ill report while you live. 

‘Pol. My Lord I will ufe them accordingto their defert. 

Ham. Gods bodkin man much better, ufe every man after his 
defert, and who (hall fcape whipping,? ufe them after yourowne 
honour and dignity, the lefle they delerve the more merit is in 
your bounty : Take them in. 

Pol. Come firs. 

Ham. Follow him friends, wee’ll heare a play to morrow ; doeft 
thou heare me old friend, can you play the murder of Gonzago l 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. W ee’ll bav’t tp morrow night : you could for need ftudy 
a fpeech of feme dofen lines, or fixteene lines , which I would fee 
downe and infertin’r, could you not? 

Play. I my Lord. 

EL»«r. Very well rfollow that Lord, and lookeyoumockehim 
not. My good friends, lie leave you till night, you are welcome 
to £l femur. Exeunt Pel. and Players. 
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Prince of Denmarke." 

Rtf. Good my Lord. Exit '. 

Ham- 1 lo, God buy to you ; now am I alone. 

O what a Rogue and pefant flaveam 1 1 
Is it not monftrous that this Player here 
But in a fi&ion, in a dreame of paflion. 

Could force his foulc lo to his owne conceit. 

That from her working all the vilage wand, 

Teares in his eyes, diftra&ion in’s alpe<ft, 

A broken voice, and his whole function fating 
With formes to his Conceit, and all for nothing,; 

For Hecuba ? 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he fhould weep for her ? what would he doe 
Had he the motive, and that for paflion 
That I have ? he would drown the ftage with teares* 
And cleave the generall eare with horrid fpeech* 

Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant ,and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and eares j yet I, 

A dull and muddy metled raskall, peake 
Like John-a-dreames, nnpregnant of my caufe, 

And can fay nothing, no not for a King, 

Upon wnofe property and moft deare life 
A damn’d defeat was made : am I a coward ? 

Who calls me villaine, breakes my pate acrofle, 
Pluckes off my beard, and blowes it in my face, 
Twekes me by’th nofe, gives me the lye i’th throat 
As deep as to the lungs ? who does me this ? 

Hah ? s’wounds I ftiould take it, for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon liver’d, and lacke gall 
To make oppreflion bitter, or ere this 

« • l ld . have fatted a11 the region Kites 
With this flaves offall : bloudy,baudy villaine, 

, effejtfecherous ’ lecherous, kindlefle villain. 
Why what an Afle am I ? this is moft brave, 
at Ithefonne ofa deare father murthered, 
rompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 
like a whore unpacke my heart with words, 

F a 
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And fall a cuffing like a very drabbe, ftallion, fie upon’t. 

About my braine6,hum, I have heard 

That guilty creatures fitting at a Play 

Have by the very cunning of the Scene 

Beene ftrooke fo to the lbule,that prefently 

They have proclaim’d their malefactions • 

For murther though it have no tongue will ipeake 
With mod miraculous organ. He have thefe Players 
Play fomething like the murther of my father 
Before mine uncle : lie obferve his lookes. 

He tent him to the quicke, if a doe blench 
I know my courfe. Thefpirit that I have feene 
May be a divell, and the divell hath power 
T’aflume a pleafing fhape, yea and perhaps 
Out of my weakneffo and my melancholly. 

As he is very potent with fuch fpirits, 

Abufes me to damne me : He have grounds 
More relative than this, the Play’s the thing 
W herein lie catch the confidence of the King. 

Enter King, Queene , Polonitts, Ophelia, Rofencraus , 
deuflerne, Lords. 

King Andean you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating lb harfhly all his daies ofquiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

Rof He does confeffe he feeles himfe 1 fed i fba &e d. 
But from what caufe he will by rtomeaneslpeake. 

<7#y/.Nor doe we find him forward to be founded, 

• But with a crafty madneflekeepes aloofe 
W hen we would bring him on to fome eonfelfion 
Of his true eftate. 

Sluee. Did he receive you well ? 

Rof. Moft like a Gentleman. 

Gnyl. But with much forcing of hisdifpofition. 

Rof. Niggard of queftion, but of oar demands 
Moft free in his reply* x : 

Qnee. Did you allay him toady paftime? 

Rof. Madam, it fo fellout that certain© Players 
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We ore-raughton the way, of thefe we told him, 
there did feeme in him a kind ofjoy 
To heare of it ; they are hereaboutthe Court, 

And as I thinke they havealready order 
This night to play before him. 
pol.’Tis moft true, 

And he befeccht me to entreat your Majenies 
To heare and fee the matter. 

King. With all my heart, 

And it doth much content me. 

To heare him lb inclin’d : 

Good Gentlemen give him a further edge. 

And drive his purpofeinto thefe delights. 

Rof We fhall my Lord. Exeunt Rof& yujf 
King . Sweet Gertrard leave us two. 

For we have clofely lent for Hamlet hither. 

That he as ’twere by accident may here 
Affront Ophelia ; her father and my felfe, 

Wee’ll fo beftow our felves,that feeing unfeenc 
We may of their encounter frankly judge. 

And gather by himas he is behav’d, 

If’t be th’afflicfion of his love or no 
That thus he fuft'ers for. 

Quee.l fhall obey you : 

And for my part Ophelia I doe wifh 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlets wildnefle,fo fhall I hope your vertUCS 
W illbring him to his wonted way againe, 

To both your honours. 

Ophel. Madam, I wifh ittnay. 
tol.Ophelia walk you here : gracious fo pleafe you 
We will beftow ourfelves ; read on this Booke, 

That fhew of fuch an exercife may colour 
Your lonelinelfe : we are oft to blame in this, 

Tis too much prov’d, that with devotions vilage. 
And pious aftion we doefegar o’re 
The divell himfelfe. 

King. O ’tis too true ; 
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How (mart a laftvthac ipeech doth give my confcfence } 
The harlots cheeke beautied with pflaftring arc. 

Is not more ugly to the thing thathelpesit. 

Than is my deed to my moft painted word : 

O heavie burden ! Enter Hamlet. 

Pol. I heare him comming, withdraw my Lord. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queftion. 
Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to fuffer 
The flings and arrowes ofoutragious fortune, 

Or to take armesagainfta Tea of troubles, 

And by oppofing end them : To dye to fleepe 
No more ; and by a fleepe to lay we end 
The heart- ake, and the thoufand natural! fhockes 
That flefh is heire to ; ’tis a conlummation 
Devout ly to be wi flit, to dye to fleepe. 

To fleep perchance to dreame, I there’s the mb. 

For inthat fleepof death what dreames may come, 

W hen we have fhuffled off this mortall coyle 
Muft give us paufe, there’s the refpe<a 
That makes calamity of io long life : 

For who would beare the whips and (cornesoftime, 
Th’oppreflors wrong, the proud mans contumely, . 
The pangs of defpiled love, and the Lawes delay. 

The infolence of office, and the lpurnes 
That patient merit of th’unworthy takes. 

When as himfelfe might his Quietus make 
With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels beare* 

To grunt and fweat under a weary life ? 

But that the dread offomething after death. 

The undifcover’d Countrey, from whofe borne 
No traveller returnes, puzzels the will 
And makes us rather beare thofe ills we have, 

Than fiye to others that we know not of. 

Thus confidence does make cowards. 

And thus the native hiew ofrefolution 
Is fickl-ied ore with the pale caft of thought : 

And enterprifes ofgreat pitch and moment. 

With thisregard their currents turne awry, 
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And lofethe name of adfion. Soft you now, 

The faire Ophelia, Nimph in thy Orizons ? 

Be all my fins rerrembred ? 

Ophel. Good my Lord, 

How does your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. 1 humbly thanke you, well. 

Ophel. My Lord I have remembrances of yours. 

That I have longed long to re-deliver, 

I pray you now receive them. 

*Ham No, not I, I never gave you ought. 

Ophel. My honour’d Lord, you know right well you did, 

And with them words of fo fweet breath compofed 
As made thefe things more rich : their perfume loft, 

Take theleagaine: for to the noble minde 
Rich gifts waxe poore when givers prove unkind. 

There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeft ? 

Ophel. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Ophel. W hat meanes your Lordfbip ? ' 

ham. That if you bee honeft and faire , you flhould admit no > 
difeourfe to your beauty. • .&■'>’■■■ 

Ophel. Could beauty my Lord have better commerce • 

Than with honeftie. 

Ham. I truly, for the power of beaut ie will foonertransforme 
honeftie from what it is to a baud, than the force of honeftie can 
trar.flate beauty to his likenefle : this was fometime a Paradoxe, 
but now the time gives it proofe. I did love you once. 

Ophel. Indeed my Lord you made me beleeve fo. 

Ham. You fliould not have beleev’d mee, for vertue cannot fo 
evacuate our old ftocke but we : ftvallrelli,fh ofit: I loved you nop. 

Ophel. I was.the more deceived. <■ 

Ham. Get tfiee a Niinry,why wouldft thou be a breeder of fin- 
? / a P? m y fohe indifferent honeft, but yet I could accufe me 
0 llc " 1 hings,that it were better my mother had not born me : I 
? m ^ er y P rGu d*revengefull, ambitious, with more offences at my 
ec than I have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give the 
na pc,or time to adt themin yvhat fhould fuch fellowes as I doe 
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crawlingbetweene earth and heaven? we are arrant Knaves, be- 
leeve none of us, go thy waies to a Nnnry. Where s your father ? 

Ophel. At home my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doores be fhut upon him, ^ 

That hemay play the foole no where but in’s ownehoufe; 
Farewell. 

Ophel. O belpe him you fweet heavens. 

Ham. If thou doft marry, lie give thee this plague for thy dow- 
ry, be thou as chafte as Ice, as pure as fhow, thou fhalt not efcape 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry, farewell. Or if thou wilt needs mar- 
ry, marrie a foole, for wifemen know well enough what monfters 
you make of them : to a Nunry, goe, and quickly too, farewell. 

Ophel. Heavenly powers reftore him. 

Ham . I have heard of your paintings well enough: God hath gi- 
ven you one face, and you make your felves another, gig and am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures , and make your 
wantonnefle ignorance ; go too,Ile no more on’t,it hath made me 
mad : I lay we will have no moe marriages, thole that are married 
already all but one lhall live, the reft Hull keepe as they are : to a 
Nunrie goe. Exit . 

Ophel. O what a noble minde is here orethrowne ! 

The Courtiers,Souldiers, Scholars, eie, tongue, fword, 
Th’expe&ation andRofe of the faire ftate. 

The glafle of fafhion, and the mould offorme, 

Th’obferv’d of all obfervers, quite, quite downe, 

And I of Ladies moftdeje<ft and wretched. 

That fuckt the honey of his Mufifcke vowes ; 

Now fee what noble and moft (overaigne realon 
Like Iweet bels jangled out of time, and harfh, 

That unmatcht forme and ftature of blowne youth 

Blafted with extafie. O woe is me 

T’ have feen what I have feen , fee what I fee 1 Exit. 

Enter King and E olenites. 

King. Love ! his affe&ions doe not that way tend. 

For what he Ipake, though it lackt forme a little, 

W as not like madnes,there’slbmethinginhis fotfie 
Ore which his melancholy fits on 'brood, 

And I doe doubt the hatch and thedifelofe 

Will 
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Will be Tome danger ; which for to prevent 
1 have in quicke determination 
Thus fee oowne : he lhall with Ipeed to England, 
for the demand of our negledled tribute : 

Haply the Seas and Countries different. 

With variable obje&s lhall expell 
This fomethingfet led matter in his heart, 

Whereon his braines ftill beating. 

Puts him thus from falhion ofhimfeife. 

What thinke you on’c ? 

Pal. It lhall doe well : 

But yet I doe beleeve the origen and commencement ofic 
Sprung fiom negledfed love : how now Ophelia ? 

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet laid. 

We heard it all : my Lord doe as you pleafe. 

But if you hold it fit, after the Play 

Let his Queen-mother all alone entreat him 

To (hew his griefe ; let her be round with him. 

And lie be plac’d ( lb pleafe yon) in the eare 
Ofall their conference : if (he find him not. 

To England fend him, or confine him where 
Your wifdome beft lhall think. 

- King. It lhall be lo, 

Madnefle in great ones muft not unmatcht goe. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet ,and three of the Players. 

Ham. Speake the fpeech I pray you as I pronounc’d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of our 
Players do,Ihad as lieve the Towne-crierfpoke my linesmordo 
not faw the aire too much with your hand, thus, but ufe all gently; 
or in the very torrent tempeft, and, as I may fay , whirle- wind of 
your paffion you muft acquire and beget a temperance that may 
giveit fmoothnefie : Oitoffendsmeo tothe lbuletohearearo- 
omtiousPerwig-pated fellow teareapaffion to totters, to very 
ags.to lpeet the ear es of the ground-lings, who for the moft part 
lJ a yi. eo: r ^ nex ph c able dumbe Ihewes and noife: 

rr U , * ve foch a fellow whipt for ore-doing Termagant, it ouc- 
Herods Herod, pray you avoid it. 

lay. i warrant your honour. 

G Ham. 
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F7 Ham.Tht not too tame neither, but let your owndilcretionfo 
your tutor; fute the aftion to the word, the word to theaftion 
with this lpeciill obfcrvance , that you ore-ftep.not the mod e fti e 
of Nature : For any thingfo ore- done is from the purpofeofplj. 
inq,whofe end both at firft, and now>was and is, to hold as ’cvfcre 
the Mi i reur up to nature , to (hew vertue her feature , fcorneh Cr 
owne image, and the very age and body of the time his forme and 
preflure : now*this over-efone^ or come tardy of, though it make* 
the unskilfull laugh , cannot but make the judicious grieve ; the 
cenfure of which one muftin your allowance ore- weigh a whole 
Theater ofothers. O there be Players that I have feene play, and 
heard others praife,and that highly, not to fpeak it profanely, that 
neither having the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of Chriftiao, 
Pagan, nor man, have fo (touted and bellowed, that I have thought 
(ome of Natures Journy-men had made men, and not made them 
well, they imitated humanity fo abominably. 
play. i hope we have reformed that indifferently with us. 
Ham O reforrae it altogether: and let thofe that play your 
Clownes fpeake no more than is fet downe for them , fortherebe 
of them that will themfelves laugh , to fet on fome quantitieof 
barren fpe&ators to laugh roo, though in the meane time Tome 
neceflary queftionofthePlay bethen tobe considered : chat’s vH- 
lanous , and fhewes a moft pitifull ambition in the Foolethatu- 
fes it : goe, make you ready. How now my Lord? willche.King 
heare this piece ofworke ? 

Enter p olonius,Cjttjldenfierne,and Refe tic fata. 

Pol. And the Queene too, and that prefently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make hafte.Will you two help to halten 
Rof. I my Lord. Exeunt thofetrto. (them- 

Ham. What hoe, Horatio ? 

Hora. Herefweet Lord, at your fervice. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art ecn as juft a maa 
As ere my conversion cop’t withall. 

Hora . O my deare Lord. 

Ham. Nay, doe not thinke I flatter. 

For what advancement may I hope from thee 

That no revenue haft but thy good (pints . 

To feed and cloath thee ? why ftiould the poor be flattered • 
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No let thecandied tongue licke ablurd pompe, 

And crooke the pregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fawning : doett thou heare f 
Since my deare (oule was Miftris of her choice. 

And could of men diftinguifo her election, j 
ch’ath feal’d thee for her fclfe : for thou haft bin 
As one in futfering all that fufters nothing ; 

A man that fortunes buftets and rewards 
Haft ta*n with equall thanks :and bleft arethofe 
Whole blood and judgement are fo wellcomedled 
That they are not a pipe for fortunes finger. 

To found what flop {he pleafe : give me that man 
That is not paflions flave, and 1 will weare him 
In my hearts core, I, in my heart of heart. 

As I doe thee. Something too much of this j 
There is a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of it comes neere thecircnmftance 
Which I have told thee of my Fathers death ; 

I prethee when thou feeft that Adi on foot 
Even with the very comment of thy (oule 
Obferve my uncle : ifhis occulted guilt 
Doe not it felfe unkennell in one (pcech> 

It is a damned Ghoft that we have feene. 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans ftithy : give him heedfull note. 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face. 

And after we will both our judgements join<f 
Incenfure of his feeming. 

Hora. W ell my Lord, 

Ifa flea le ought the wbilft this Play is playing 
And (cape detedlion, I will pay the theft. 

Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drums, Ring, 
Queen, P olonitu , Ophelia. 

Ham . They are comming to the play,I muft be idle. 

®et you a place. : O , 

King. How fares our Coufin Hamlet. 
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Promife-cram’d, you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. I have nothing with this anfwer Hamlet , 

Thefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord- 
You plai’d once in the University you fay. 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounteda good After. 
Ham. What did y©u emft 

Tol. I did enaft Julius fafa* * was i’th Capitoll, 

Brutus kill’d me. 

Ham. It was a brute part ofhim to kill lo capitall a calfe there. 
Be the Players ready ? 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay upon your patience. 

Cjer. Come hither my deare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother, here’s rnetall moreattraftive. 

' Pol. O ho, doe you marke that ? 

JHam. Lady, (ball I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing 1 my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a faire thought to lye between maids legs. 

Ophel. What ismy Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Ophel. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Ophel. I my Lord. ' 

Ham. O God ! your onely Jig-maker, what Should a man doe 
but be merry: for laokeyou how cheerfully my mother laokes, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay, ’t is twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then’let the divell weare black, for lie have 
a fute of fables :Q heavens /dye two months agoe, and not for- 

f otten yet '. then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
is life halfe a yeere ; but berLady a muft build Churches then, or 
elfe {hall a ftrffer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe,whofe E- 
pitaph is, for O, forO, the Hobby-horfe is forgot. 

The Trumpets found. D umbejhew follower. 

Enter a King and a Queen, the Queene embracing him, and he 
her, betakes tier up, and declines his head upon her necks , he lyes 

. • . him 
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him dome upon a bank.e of flowers , {he feeing him afleepe lea 
V* ; anon come sin another man , takes off hu Crowne,kjfe. 



, leaves 

Y m . aH on come sin another man, tazesojj m* it, 

tures poifon *» thefleepers eares, and leaves hurt .* the Queen re - 
Lmes!findes the King dead , makes paffiomte attton, thepotfoner 
with Come three or four e comes in again, feem to condole with her, 
the dead body in carried away , the poif raer woes the Queene with 
ifts,(he jeemes karfh a while, but in the end accepts love. 

* Ophel- What meanes this my Lord ? • 
jjam. Marry it is munching Mallico, it meanes milcmefe. 
Ophel. Belike this flhew imports the argument of the Play. 
Bam. We fhall know by thisfellow, Enter Prologue. 

The Players cannot keepe,they’ll tell all. 

Ophel. Will a tell us what this (hew meant ? 

Ha. I, or any fhewthat you will (hew him, be not you afhamd 
to lhew,hee’ll not fhame to tell you what it meanes. 

Ophel. You are naught, you are naught, He marke the Play. 
Trologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here Hooping to your clemency, . 

We begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring ? 

Ophel, ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans love. 

Enter King and Queene. 

King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
Neptmesfrit wafh, and T elites orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed fbeene 
About the world have twelve times thirty been. 

Since love our hearts.and Hymen did our hands 
Unitecommutuallinmoft facred bands. 

Que. So many journies may the Sun and Moone 
Make us againe count ore ere love be done : 

But woe is me, you are fofickeoflate, 

Sofarrefrom.cheere,and from your former fiate, 

That I diftruft you ; yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomfbrt you my Lord it nothing muft. 

For women feare too much, even as they love, 

And womans feare and love hold quantity, 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity. 
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Now what my love is proofe hath made you know. 

And as my love is ciz’d my leare is fo : 

W here love is great , the littleft doubts are feare » 

W here little fears grow great , great love grows there. 

King . Faith I muft leave thee Iove,and fliortly too. 

My operant powers their functions leave to doe, 

And thou (halt live in this faire world behind. 

Honour’d , belov’d, and haply one as kind 
For husband fhalt thou. 

Quee. O confound the reft I 
Such love muftneeds be treafon in my bread. 

In fecond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed the fecond but who kill’d the firft : Ham.Tbit's 

The inftances that fecond marriage move wormwood. 

Are bafe refpc&s of thrift,but none of love : 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead 
W hen fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King. I do beleeve you thinke what now you (peak. 

But what we doe determine oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the Have to memory. 

Of violent birth, but poore validity; 

Which now the fruit unripe ftickes on the tree, > 

But fall unfhaken when they mellow be* 

Moft neceflary ’cis that we forget 
T o pay our felves what to our (elves is debt ; 

What to our felves in paffion we propofe. 

The paflion ending doth the purpole lofe ; 

The violence of either griefe or joy 

Their owne ena£iures with themfelves deftroy ; 

W here joy moft revells griefe doth moft lament : 

Griefe joy, joy griefes, on (lender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrange, 

That even our loves (hould with our fortunes change: 

For 'tis a queftion left us yet to prove, x 

Whether love lead fortune, or elfe fortune love. 

The great man dovvne, you marke his favourite flies. 

The poore advanc’d makes friends of enemies: 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend, 

!I Fot 
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ffor who not needs (hall never lacke a friend, 

* n d who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Dire&ly fealons him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun. 

Our wills and fates doe (o contrary run, 

That our devices ftill are overthrowne : 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne. 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed. 

But dyethy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

oJ/.Nor earth to me give food,nor heaven light. 

Sport and repofe locke from me day and night, 

Todefperationturne my truft and hope. 

And Anchors cheere in prifon be my feope, 

Each oppofite that blankes the face of joy. 

Meet what 1 would have well, and it deftroy ; 

Both here and hence purliie me lading ftrife, Ham. Ifftie fhould 
If once I be a widow, ever I be a wife. break it now . 

King. ’Tis deeply lworne : fweet leave me here a while. 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleep. 

Quee Sleep rocke thy braine, 

And never come mifehancebetweene us twaine. Exeunt. 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 

Quee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinkes* 

Ham. O but fhee’ll keepe her word. 

Kin Have you heard the argument ? is there no offence in’t ? 
Ham. No, no, they doe but jeft, poifbn in jeft, no offence i’th 
King. What doe you call the play? (world. 

Ham.lbc Moufe-trap ; marry how ? tropically .This play is the 
image of a murther done in Vienna , Cjen^ago is the Dukes name, 
his wife Baptifia, you fhail fee 'anon, ’tis a knavifh piece of work, 
hut what of that ? your Majeftie and we fhail have free fbules, it 
touches us not ; let the galled jade winch , . our withers are un- 
wrung. This is one Lucianm Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lucian us . 

Ophel. You are as good as a Chortu my Lord. 

11 J^ am 1 c °uld interpret betweene you and your love 
I* I could fee the puppits dallying. 

Ophel. 
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IWl ragedyoftt a mice ~ 

Ophel. Y ou are keene my Lord, you are keene. 

Ham. It would coft you a groaning to take off mine edge. 

Oph el. Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands. Begin murtherer, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking raven doth bel- 
low for revenge. 

Z,»e.Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time agreeing, 
Confiderate leafon, elle no creature feeing, 

Thou mixture ranke,of midnight weeds colie<51ed. 

With Hecats bane thrice blafted, thrice infebted, - 
Thy naturall magicke, and dire property. 

On wholiome life ufurps immediately. , 

Ham. A poifons him i’th garden for his eftate,his name’s^wsM- 
£<3,the ftory is extant, and written in very choice Italianryou fhall 
fee anon how the murtherer gets the love of Gonzagoes wife. 
Ophel. The King riles. 

Quee. How fares my Lord ? 

Pel. Give ore the play. 

King. Give me fome light, away. 

Pol. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt all hut Ham & Horatio. 
Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere goe weep. 

The Hart ungalled play. 

For fome muff watch whileft feme muff fleep. 

Thus runs theworld away. Would not this fir,and aforreftoffea- 
thers,ifthereft of my fortunes turn Turk with me,with provincial 
Rofos on my raz’d fhooes,get me a fellowftiip in a city of plaiers ? 
Hora. Halfe a (hare. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doeft know O Damon deare 
This realme difmantled was 
Of Jove bimfelfe, and now raignes here 
A very very paiocke. 

Hora. Yiou might have rim’d.- 

Ham. O good Horat w,Ile take the Ghofts word for a thouland 
pound. Did ft perceive? 

Hora. Very well my Lord. 

Upon the talke of the poilbning. ' . 

Hora . I did very well note him. 

Ham. 







<Prince of Dc rimarke.’ 

Ham. Ah ha, come fome muficke, come the Recorders, 

For if the King likes not the Comedy, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdie. 

Come, fome muficke. 

Enter Rojencratu and (juyldenjterne. 

Guyl. Good my Lord vouchfaf e me a word with you. 

Ham- SirawholeHiftorie. 

Guyl. The King fir. 

Ham- 1 fir, what of him ? 

Guyl. Is in his retirement marvellous diftempered. 

Ham. With drinke fir? 

Guyl. No my Lord, with choler. 

Ham. Your wifedome fhould (hew it felfe more richer tofig- 
nifie this to the Do6tor ; for for mee to put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more choler. 

Guyl. Good my Lord put your difeourfe into fome frame. 

And flare not lb wildly upon my affaire. 

Ham. I am tame fir, pronounce. 

Guyl. The Queene your mother in moft great affli&ion of fpi- 
rit,hath fent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome* 

9«y.Nay good my Lord, this courtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it (hall pleafe you to make mee a wholfome anfwer , I will doe 
your mothers commandement , if not, your pardon andmyre- 
turne (hall be the end of the bufineffe. 

Ham.Sk I cannot. 

Rof. What my Lord? 

Hj.Make you a wholfome anfwer,my wit’s difeas’d, but fir, fiich 
anfwer as I can make you fhall command, or rather as you fay, my 
mother ; therefore no more,but to the matter, my mother you (ay. 

Rof. Then thus fhe faies, your behaviour hath ftrooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O ivonderfull fonne that can lb aftonifh a mother ! but is 
there no fequell at the heels of this mothers admiration ? impart. 
RoJ.Shc defires to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go to bed. 
rtaw. We (hall obey, were fhe ten times our mother ; have you 
any further trade with us? 

Rof, My Lord you once did love me. 

H Ham. 
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Ham. And doe dill by thefe pickers and dealers. 

Rof.G ood my Lord what is your caufeof didemper? youdo e 
furely barre the doore upon your owne liberty , if you deny y 0w 
griefes to your friend. 

Ham. Sir Macke advancement. 

%of. How can that be, when you have the voice of the King him, 
felfe for your fucceffion in D enmarke ? 

Enter the Players with Recorders. 

Ham. I fir, but while the grade growe's ; the proverbe is fome- 
thingmufty :oh the Recorders, let me fee one, to withdraw with 
you ; why doe you goe about to recover the wind of me , as ify 0u 
would drive me into a toi le ? 

Gu.O myLord,if my duty be too bold,my love is too unmanerly 

Ha. I do not well underdand that : will you play upon this pipe? 

Guyl. My Lord I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. % 

Cjayl. Beleeve me [ cannot. 

Ham. I befeech you. 

Guyl. I know no touch ofit my Lord. 

Ham. It is as eafie as lying ; govern thefe ventages with your fin- 
gersand the thumbe, give it breath with your month, and it will 
difeourfe mod eloquent mudek : look you, thefe are the dops. 

^uyl. But thefe cannot I command to any utterance of harmo- 
ny, I have not the skill. 

Ham. Why look you now how unworthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play upon me, you would feeme to know my flops, 
you would plucke out the heart of my myderie, you would (bund 
mee from my lowed note to my compafie, and there is much mu- 
ficke, excellent voice in this little organ , yet cannot you makeic 
fpeake,s’bloud do you think lam eafier to be plaid on than a pipe? 
Call me what indrument you will , though you fret me not, you 
cannot play upon me. God blefle you fir. 

Enter Polonius. 

T ol. My Lord the Queen would fpeak with you, and prefentty. 
Ha. Do you fee yonder cloud that’s almod in fhape of a camel? 
Pol. By’th made and ’tis like a Camell indeed. 

Ham. Methinkes it is like a WezelL 
Pol. It is blacke like a Wezell. 

Bam. 



Prince of Denmark^ 

jJam-0 r like a Whale. 

Po/.Very JikeaWhale. 

Bam. Then I will come to my mother by and by 5 
They foole me to the top of my bent. I will come by and by. 

Leave me friends. 

jwill.fayfo. Byandby is eafily laid. 

’Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Church-yards yawne, and hell it felfe breathes out 
Contagion to the world : now could I drinke hot blood. 

And doe fuch bufinefle as the bitter day 

Would quake to looke on : f oft, now to my mother, 

0 heart lofe not thy nature ! let not ever 
The foule of Nero enter this firme bolbme ! 
Letmebecruell,not unnaturall. 

1 will fpeake daggers to her, but ufe none. 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites ; 

How in my words foever fhe be fhent. 

To give themfeales never my foule confent. 

Enter King,RofencrautjtndGuyldenfterHe. 

King. I like him not, nor dands it fafe with us 
To let his madnefle range ; therefore prepare you, 

I your Commiflion will forthwith dilpatch. 

And he to England fhall along with you. 

The tearmes of our edate may not endure 
Hazzard fo neare us as doth nourely grow 
Out of his browes. 

Guyl. We will our felves provide j 
Moft holy and religions feare it is 
To keepe thofe many many bodies fafe 
That live and feed upon your Majedy. 

Rof. The fingle and peculiar life is bound 
With all the drength and armour ofthe mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
That fpjrit, upon whofe weale depends and reds 
The lives of many :the cede ofMajedy 
Dyes not alone, but like a gulfe doth draw 
What sneare it with it : or it is a maffie wheele, 
lxt on the fomnet ofthe highed mount, 

H a 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

To whofe huge {pokes ten thoufand lefler things 
Are morteitt and adjoin’d, which when it falls, 

Each {mall annexment , pettie confequence 
Attends the boiftrous raine, never alone 
Did the King figh , but a generall grone- 
King- Arme you I pray you to this fpeedy voiage, 
For we will fetters put about this feare 
W hich now goes too free footed. 

Rof. W e will make hafte. Exeunt Gent. 

Enter Polonitu. 

Pol. My Lord hee’s going to his mothers clofet. 
Behind the Arras He convay my felfe 
To heare the procefle,Ile warnt fhee’l tax him home; 
And as you faid, and wifely was it laid, 

'Fis meet that feme more audience than a mother. 
Since nature makes them partiall, fhould ore-heare 
The Ipeech of vantage ; fare you Well my Liege, 
lie call upon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I heare. Exit. 

ATA'g-.Thankes dearemy Lord. 

0 my offence is ranke, it fmels to heaven. 

It haththepiimalleldeft curfe upon’t ; 

A brothers murder : pray can I not, 

Though inclination be as fharpeas will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrongintent ; 

And like a man to double bufinefle bound, 

1 (land in paufe where I fh aril firft begin. 

And both negleft : what if this curfed Imnd 
Were thicker than it felfe with brothers blood ? 

Is there not raine enough in the fweet heavens 
To wafli it white as fnow ? wbereto ferves mercy, 

But to confront the vifage of offence ? ' 

And what’s in prayer, but this twofold force. 

To be foreftalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon being downe ? then He lookeup : 

My fault is part : but oh 1 what forme of prayer 
Can ferve my turnc ? forgive me my foule murther ? 
That cannot be,fince I am Hill poffeft 
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(prince of XT cntnarke. 

Ofthofe affefts for which I did the murther, 
vi v Crowne,mineowne ambition, and my Queene : 
jvlay one be pardoned and retaine th offence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world 
Offences guided hand may fhew by juftice, 

And oft ’ns feene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law ; but ’tis not fo above. 

There is no fhuffling, there the aftion lyes 
In his true nature, and we our felves compeld 
Even to the teeth and forehead ofour faults 
To give in evidence : what then ?what refts ? 

Try what repentance can ; what can it not ? 

Yet what can it when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched Bate ! O boforne blacke as death 1 

0 limed foule ! that ftruggling tobe free, 

Art more ingaged 1 helpe Angels, make affay. 

Bow flubborh knees, and hearts with firings of fteele 
Be foft as finnewes ofthe new-borne babe. 

All may be well. Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now might I do it, but now a is praying, 

And now lie do’r, aud lb a goes to heaven, 

And lb am I reveng’d ? that would be feann’d ; 

A villaine kills my father, and for that 

1 his foie fonne doe this fame villaine fend 

To heaven: - „ 

Why this is bafe and filly, — ■ ■ not revenge : 

A tooke my father groflely, full of bread. 

With all his crimes broad blowne, as flufh as May, 
And how his audit fiands who knowes fave heaven ? 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought , 

Tis heavie with him ;,and^m Lthen. reveng’d 
To take him in the purging of his foule, 

When he is fit and feafoned for his paflage ? 

Upfword, and know thou a more horrid hent. 

When he is drunke, afleep, or in his rage, 

V r 10 th’inceftuous pleafureofhis bed, 
c 8 ame > afwearing, or about fome aft 







The Tragedy of Hamlet 

That hasno rellifh of falvation in’t, 

Then trip him that his heele may kicke at heaven. 

And that his loule may be as damn’d and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes : my mother ftayes. 

This Phyfickebut prolongs thy fickly dayes. 

King. My words flye up, my thoughts remaine below, 

W ords without thoughts never to heaven goe. p xit 

Enter Gertrard and Polonttu. 

Pol. A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, 

Tell him his prankes have bin too broad tobeare with. 

And that your grace hath fcreen’d and flood betweene 
Much heat and him. He filence me even here, 

Pray you be round. Enter Hamlet, 

Ger. lie warrant you, feare me not, 

W ithdraw, I heare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother what’s the matter ? 

Ger. Hamlet thou haft thy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother you have my father much offended. 

G er. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham ■ Goe, goe, you quettion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter now 
<7 er. Have you forgot me ? 

Ham. No by the Rood not lb. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not lb, you are my mother. 

(jer. Nay then lie let thole to you that can Ipeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you downe, you fhall not budge, 
You goe not till I fet you up a glafle 
Where you may fee the moftpart of you. 

Ger . What wilt thou doe ? thou wilt not murder me ? 

Helpe ho. 

Pol. W hat hoe helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Docket, dead. 

Pel. O I am flaine. 

Cjer. O me, what haft thou done ? 

Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King ? 

Ger.O what a rafo and bloody deed is this ! 

Hm. 
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prince of Denmarke. 

jjam Abloudy deed, almoft as bad good mother 
kill a King^ and marry with his brother. 

As kill a King? 

Ham . 1 Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched, ralh, intruding foole farewell, 

] tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune. 

Thou findeft tobe toobufieis ibrne danger. 

Leave wringing of your hands, peace, fit you downe, 

And let me wring your hearr, for fo I fhall 
jf it be made of penetrable Ruffe, 

If damned cuftome have not braz’d it lb, 

That it be proofe and bulwarke againft fenfe. 

ger. What have 1 done, that thou dareft wagge thy tongue 
In noife lo rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an aft 

Thatblurres the grace and blufh of modefty. 

Calls vertue hypocrite, takes off the Rofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love. 

And fets a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
As falfe as Dicers oathes : Oh fuch a deed 
As from the body of contrail ion pluckes 
The very loule , and fweet Religion makes 
A rapfodie ofwords, heavens face does glow 
Ore this lolidity and compound mafle 
Withheated vifage, as againft chedoomc. 

Is thought-ficke at the aft . 

Qttee. Ay me, what aft ? 

That roares fo loud,and thunders in the Index : 
looke here upon this pidfure , and on this, 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers ; , 

See what a grace was feated on his brow. 

Hiper ions curies, the front oijove himfelfe. 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command, 

A Itation like the Herald Mercury 
New lighted on a heave, a killing hill, 

A combination and forme indeed 
Vhere every god did feeme to fet his feale, 

10 give the world alTurance of a man. 

' This 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

This was your husband : look you now what follows, 
Here is your husband, like a mildew’d eare. 

Blading his wholfome brother : have you eyes ? 
Could you on this faire mountain leave to feed. 

And batten on this moore ■ ha ! have you eyes ? 

Yon cannot call it love, for at your age 
The heyday in theblood is tame, it’s humble, 

And waits upon the judgement ; and what judgment 
Would dep from this to this ? fenfe fure you have, 
Elfe could you not have motion ,but fure that fenfe 
Is apoplext, for madneffe would not erre. 

Nor fenfe to extafie was ne’er fo thrall’d. 

But it referv’d fome quantity of choice 
To ferve in fuch a difference : What divell was’t 
That thus hath couzen’d you at hodman-blind ? 

Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes,fmelling fans all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe 

Could not fo mope. Oh fihame '.'where is thy blufli ? 

Rebellious hell. 

If thou cand mutinein a Matrons bones 
To flaming youth, let vertue be as waxe 
And melt in herowne fire, proclaimeno fhame 
When the compulfive ardure gives the charge, 

Since frod it felfe as affively doth burne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

<7 er. O Hamlet {ptakt no more, 

Thou turn’d: my very eyes into my foule. 

And there I fee fuch blacke and grieved fpots 
As will leave there their tindfc. 

Ham. Nay but to live 
In theranke fweat ofan inceduous bed. 

Stew’d in corruption, honying and making love 
Over the nafty dye. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in mine eares, 

No more fweet Hamlet . 

Ham. A murtherer and a villaine. 
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<Prince of Denmarke.” 

A Have that is not twentieth part thekyth ; . 

Ofyour precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A Cut-purfe of the Empire and the rule. 

That from a fhelfe the precious diadem dole. 

And put it in his pocket. Enter Ghtft* 

Ham. A King of fhreds and patches. 

Save me and hover ore me with your wings 

You heavenly guards : what would your gracious figure ? 

Ger. Alafle hee’s mad. 

Ham • Doe you not come your tardie fonne to chide. 

That lap’ft in time, and paflion lets goe by 
Th’importanta&ing.of your dread command? Olay* 

Ghojt. Doe not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almod blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits ; 

0 ftep betweene her andherfighing foule ! • 

Conceit in weaked bodies ftronged workes. 

Speake to her Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with- you Lady ? 

Ger. Alafle how is’c with yon, 

That you doe bend your eye on vacancie. 

And with th’incorporall aire do hold difcOurfe ? 

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peepe. 

And as the fleeping Souldiers in th’alarme. 

Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and flands an end : O gentle fonne 1 
Upon the heat and flame of fthy diflemper 
Sprinkle coole patience : whereon doe you looke ? 

Ham. On him, on him,look you how pale he gleres. 

His forme and caufe conjoin’d, preaching to Aones 
Would make them capable ; doe not look upon me* 

Left with this piteous action you convert 
% fterne effefts ; then what I have to doe 
Will want true colour, tearcs perchance for blood. 

Ger. To whom doe you ipeake this? ; 

Ham. Doe yon fee nothing there ? 

9*r. Nothings all, yet all that is there I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 

/ ger . 
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Tin Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ger- No nothing but our felves. 

Ham. why lookc you there, looke how it fteales away, 

My father in his habit as he liv’d, 

Looke where he goes, even now out at the portall. Exit ghofi , 

Ger. This is the very coy nage of your braine, 

This bodilefle creation extalie is very cunning in. 

Ham. My pulfe as yours doth temperately keep ti 
And makes as healthfull mufick : it is not madnefle 
That I have uttred, bring me to the teft, 

And I thematter will re-word, which madnefle 
Would gambole from. Mother, for loveof grace 
Lay not this flatfcfcnngun&ion to your foule. 

That not your trelpafie but my madnefle fpeakes ; 

It will but skin ana filme the ulcerous place. 

Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
Infers unfeene : confefle yourfelfe to heaven. 

Repent what’s pad, avoid what is'tocdme. 

And doe not Iprcad the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker : forgive me this my vertue. 

For jn the fatnefle of thefe purfie times w - ■ 

Vertue it felfe ofvice muft pardonbegge, 

Y ea courb and wooe for leave: to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet, thou haft cleft my heart in twain®. 

Ham. O throw away the worler part of it. 

And leave the purer with the other halfe. 

Goodnight, but goe not to my unties bed, 

Afliime a vertue ifyou have it nor, 

That monfter cuftome,who all fenfe doth eat. 

Of habits divell, is Angel yet in this. 

That to the u fe of a£t ion s fai re and good 
He likewife gives a frockeorLivery : oidr.o ' 

That aptly is put on: refrain to night, ; ko 
A nd that fliall lend a kindeof ealinefle 
To the next ahftinence, the next more eafie j 
For ufc almoft can change the ftampe of nature, 

And matter the Divell, or throw him out 
W itli wondrous potency : Once more good(night ; 

And when you are defirous to be bleft 



orkvoT 



lie 



Trince of Denmark^ 

llebleflingbeg of you : for this fame Lord 
I doe repent, but heaven hath pleas d it lo. 

To punilh me with this, and this with me. 

That I muft be their fcourge and miniftcr: 

I will beftow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gave him ; fo againe good night. 

I muftbe cruell onely to be kinde, 

Thus bad begins, ana worle remaines behind. 

One word more good Lady. , 

Ger. W hat fhall I doe ? .. - 

HamNot this by no meanes that Ibid you doe. 
Let the blowt King tempt you to bed againe, 

Pinch wanton on your cheeke,call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a paire of rcechy kifles, 

Or padling in your necke with his damn’d fingers, 
Make you to ravell all this matter out. 

That I eflentiaily am not in madnefle. 

But mad in craft ; ’twere good you let him know, 

For who that’s but Queen, faire,fober, wife. 

Would from a paddocke, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deare concernings hide ? who would doe fo ? 
No, in delpight of fenfe and fecrecie 
Unpeg the basket on the houfes top. 

Let thebirds flye, and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufionsin the basket creepe. 

And breake your owne necke downe. 

Ger. Be thou aflur’d if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft laid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that. 

, § er - Alacke I had forgot, 

Tis lb concluded on. 

^•There’s letters feal’d,i& my twofchool-fellowsi 
y hom I will truft as I will adders fang’d, 
ney beare the mandate, they muft fweep my way, 
nd marlhall me to knavery ; let it worke, 
or us the fport, to have the Enginer 
“Out with his ownepetar,an’t Lhallgoe hard 
! Ia 







The Tragedy ©/Hamlet 

But 1 will delve one yard below their Mines, 

And blow them at the MOone : O ? tis moft f'weet 
When in one line two crafts direiftly meet. 

This man fhall fet me packing, 

He lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this Counfeller 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft grave. 

Who was in’s life a moft foolifh prating knave. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you . 

Good night mother. Exit. 

Enter King and Queen, with Refencratu 
and Gtiyldenfierne. 

King. There’s macter in thde figbes,thefe profound heaves,. 
You muft tranflate,’tis fit weunderftand them: 

W here is your fonne? 

Gert. Beftow this place On us a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what have Keene tonight ?• 

King. W bivGertrard, how does Hamlet ? 

Ger.Mzd as the fea and wind when both contend 
W hich is the mightier in his lawlefte fit , 

Behind the Arras hearing fomethrng ftir, 

W hips cut his Rapier, cryes a Rat, a Rat, 

And in this brainifh apprehenfion kills 
The unfeene good old man. 

King. O heavie deed! 

It had been fo with us had we beemthere, . ' 

His liberty is full of threats to all, 

To you your felfe, to us, to every one. 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deed be anlwered ? 

It will be laid to us, whofe providence 
Should have kept fhort,reftrain’d, and out Of haunt 
This mad young man : but lb much was our love 
We would not underftand what was moft fit. 

But like the owner ofa foule difeafe. 

To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith oflife ♦ where is he gone ? 

Cm. To draw apart the body he hath kill’d. 

Ore whomhis very madneffe, likefome Ore 

Among 
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Among 3 minerall of metall bale, 

Shewes it felfe pure, a weeps for what is done. 

King- Gertrard come away. 

The Sunne no fooner fhall the mountaines touch 

But we will fhip him hence, and this vile deed 

\Ve muft with all our Majeftie and skill Enter Rof.& Guyld • 

Both countenance and excufe. Ho Guyldenfierne, 

Friends both,goe joine with you fome further aide, 

Hamlet in madnefle hath Pelonius flaine. 

And from his mothers clofet hath he drag’d him ; 

(§oe feeke him out, fpeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell ; I pray you haft in this : 

Come Gertrard , wee’ll call up our wifeft friends. 

And let them know both what we meane to doe. 

And what’s untimely done, 

Whofe wbifper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As levell as the Cannon to his blanke 
Tranfports his poyfoned foot, may mifle our name. 

And hit the woundlefle aire : O come away. 

My fouleisfollofdifeordand difmay. Exeunt , 

Enter Hamlet, Rofencratu, and others. 

Ha. Safely flow'd : but foftlywvhat noife ? who calls on Hamlet ? 
0 here they come. 

Rof. W hat have you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft , whereto it is kin. 

Tfl/iTell us where ’tis, that we may take it thence, 

And beare it to the Chappell; 

Ham. Doe not beleeve it* 

Ref. Beleeve what ? 

That I can kcepe your connfell and not mine owne ; be- 
fides to bee demanded of a fpunge , what replication fKould bee 
made by the fonne of a King ? 

Ref. Take you me for a fpunge my Lord ? 

AL*. I fir, that fokes up the Kings countenance, his rewards, his 
jiuthoritiesrbutfuch Officers doetheKingbeft ferviceintheend, 
em hke an apple in the corner of his jaw, firft mouth’d 
e aft wallowed ; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is 
t iqueefing you, and fpunge you fhall be dry againe. 

/ 3 Rof. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet fc 

Rof. 1 underftand you not my Lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it : a knavifh fpeech deeps in a foolifh eare.l 
Rof. My Lord you muft tell us where the body is, and goe with 
us to the King. 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is not]with the 
body : the King is a thing. 

Cjujl. A thing my Lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him. Exeunt. 

Enter King and two or three. 

King. I have fent to feek him,and to find the body; 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofc ? 

Yet muft we not put the ftrong law on him, 

Hee’s lov’d of the diftra&ed multitude. 

Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes, 

And where ’tis fo, th’offenders fcourge is waigh’cf. 

But never the offence : to beare all fmooth and even, 

This fudden fending him away muft feeme - 

Deliberate paufe ; difeafes deaerate growne 
By defperate appliance are reliev’d. 

Or not at all. 

Enter Rofencrattt,and all the refl. 

KingMow now ? what hath befallen ? 

Rof. Where the dead body is beftow’d my Lord 
W e cannot get from him . 

King. But where is he ? 

Rof. W ithout my Lord, guarded to know your pleafere,' 

King. Bring him before us. 

Rof. Ho, bring in the Lord. They enter. 

King. Now Hamlet , where’s Folonitu ? 

Ham. At fupper. 

King. At fupper ? where ? [ 

Ha. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten,a certain convo- 
cation of politick worms are een at him : your worme is your only 
Emperour for diet. W e fat all creatures elfe to fat us, and wee fat 
our felves for maggots ; your fat King and your lean beggar is but 
variable fervice,two difhes but to one table, that’s the end. 

King. Alas, alas ! 

Ham. A man may fifh with the worme that hath eat of a King* 

eat 
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ofthefifo that hath fed of that worme. 
w «. • . What doeft thou meane by this ? 

^.Nothing but to (hew you how a King may goe a pro- 
creffe through the guts of a beggar. 
g Where is Polonitul 

Ham.ln heaven , fend thither to fee, if your meflenger find him 
not there, fceke him i’th other place your felfe : but indeed if you 
find him not within this moneth,you (hall nofe him as you go up 

the ftaires into the Lobby. 

King. Goe feeke him there. 

Ham. A will ftay tiltyoucome. 

King. Hamlet this deed for thine efpeciallfafety. 

Which we doe tender, aS we dearly grieve 

For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence : 

Therefore prepare thy felfe, 

TheBarke is ready, and the winde at helpe, 

Th’aflbciatestend, and every thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England ? 

King - 1 Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it if thou knew’ft our purpoleS. 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees them : but come, for England t 
Farewell deare mother. 

King. Thy loving father Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wife* 

Man and wife is one flefh,and fo my mother. 

Come, for England. Exit. 

King. Follow him at foot, 

Tempt him with Ipeed aboard. 

Delay it not, He have him hence to night : 

Away, for every thing is foal’d and done 

That elfe leanes on the affaire ; pray you make hafte : 

And England, if my love thou holdft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe. 

Since yet thy cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Danifh fword, and thy free awe 
- Faics homage to us, thou raaift not coldly fee 

Out 
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Our Soveraigne proceffe, which imports at full 

By letters congruing to that efteft 

The prefent death ot /&**»/«, doe it England, 

For like the Heiticke in my blood he rages. 

And thou muft cureme : till I know ’tis done, 

How ere my haps, my joy es will nere begin. 'Exit. 

Enter F or tir.br affe with hie Army over the Stage. 

Fortin. Goe Captaine,from me greet the Danifh King, 
Tell him that by his licence Fortinbrajfe 
Craves the conveyance of a promis’d march 
Over his kingdome; you know the rendezvous* 

If that his Majeftie would ought with us 
We fhall exprefle our duty in his eye. 

And let him know lb. 

C a p- I will doe’t my Lord; 

Fortin. Goe foftly on. 

Enter Hamlet, Rofencratts^&c, 

Ham. Good fir whole powers are thefe ? 

Cap. They are of Norway fir. 

Ham. How propos’d fir I pray you ? 

Cap. Againft feme part of Poland. 

Ham. Who commands them fir ? 

Cap. The Nephew of old Norway , Fortinbraffe, 

Ham. Goes it againft the maine of ‘Poland fir. 

Or for lbme frontier ? 

Cap. Truely to lpeake,and with no addition, 

W e goe to gaine a little patch ofground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five duckets, five I would not farme it. 

Nor will it yeeld to Norway or the Pole 
A ranker rate, fhould it be fold infee. 

Ham. W hy then the P ollackjieytt will defend it« 

Cap. Nay ’tis already garrifond. 

Ham. Two thoufand foules and 2oooo.duckets 
W ill not debate thequeftionofthis ftraw ; 

This is th’impoftume of much wealth and peace. 

That inward breakes and'fhewes no caufe without 
Why the man dyes, I humbly thanke you fir* 
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Wince of Uenmarke. 

Cap. God buy your fir. 

Fo f. Wil’c pleaie you goe my Lord ? 
jlatn. lie be with you ftraight, goe a little before, 
flow all occafionsdoe informe againft me, 
Andfpurmy dull revenge ? What is a man. 

If his chide good and market of his time 
Be but to lleepe and feed ? a beaft, no more. 

Sure he that made us with fuch large difeourfe, 
looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-like reafon 
To fuftin us unus’d: now whether it be 
Beftiall oblivion, or feme craven fcruple 
Of thinking tod precilely on th’ event, 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wifdom. 
And ever three parts coward : I doe not know 
Why yet I live to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I nave caufe,and will, and ftrength, and meaner 
To doe’t : examples grofle as earth exhort me , 
Witnefle this army of fuch made and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with divine ambition pufc 
Makes mouthes at theinvifible event, 

Expofing what is mortall and unlure 
To all that fortune, death, and danger dare. 

Even for an egge-lhell. Rightly to be great 
Is not to ftir without great argument. 

But great ly to finde quarrdl in a ftraw. 

When honour’s at the flake. How ftand I then. 

That have a father ki ll’d, a mother ftain’d. 
Excitements of my reafon and my blood. 

And let all fleep, while to my fhame Hee 
The imminent death of twenty thouland men. 

That for a fantafie and tricke of fame 
~? e to their graves like beds , fight for a plot 
^ereon the numbers cannot try the caufe, 
t j ls , not tombe enough and continent 
to !“ e 11 Haine ? O from this time forth, 
y noughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit, 
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Enter Horatio, Gertrard, and a Gentleman. 

j$#ee.Iwill not Ipeake with her. 

GV#*.Sheis importunate. 

Indeed diftraCI, her mood will needs be pictied. 

Quee. What would Ihe have? 

^ent. She Ipeakes much of her father , fayes (he heareg 
There's triokesi’th world, and hems, and beats her heart* 
Spumes envioiifly at Arawes, ipeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfe lenle, her ipeech is nothing, 

Ytt the unlbaped uleofit doth move 
The hearers to collection, they yawne at it. 

And botch the words up fit to their owne thoughts, 

W hich as winkes,and nods, and geftures yeeld them. 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought, 
Though nothing fure, yet much unhappily. 

Jfora.’Tweregood (lie were fpoken with, for fhe may drew 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds, 
let her come in. Enter Ophelia. 

Quee. « To my ficke foule, as fins true nature is, 

“ Each toy feemes prologue to lome great amide; 

<c So full ofardefle jealoufie is guilt, 

** It Ipills it felfe in fearing to be fpilt. 

Ophel. Whereis thebeauteons majefty o fDenmarke ? 

Quee Mem now Ophelia? She fines. 

Ophel. How fhould I your true love know from another one? 
By his cockle hat and ftafte,and by his fendall fhoone. 

Quee. Alas fweet Lady , what imports this long ? 

Ophel. Say you, nay pray you marke. 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone. Son?, 

Athis head a grafle-greene turfe, at hisheeles a (tone. 

Oho. 

Quee. Nay but Ophelia. 

Oph. Pray you mark. White his fhrowd as the mountain fnovv. 

Enter King. 

Quee. Alas, looke here my Lord. 

^ arc kd all with fweet flowers. Song. 

Which beweept tothe ground did not goe, 

With true love fhowers. 
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v\ng. How doe you pretty Lady. 

Ophel. Well , good dild you , they fay the Owlewas a Bakers 
• : Lord , we know what wee are, but know not what wee 



daughter 



may be. God be at your table. 

” jh#c- Conceit upon her father. . 

Ophel-Vtxy let’s have no words of this, but when they ask you 
w hatit meanes,lay you this. 

To morrow is S . Valentines day, S eng. 

Allin the morningbetime. 

And I a maid at your window 
To be your Valentine. 

Then up he rofe,and dond his clothes, and dupt the chamber door, 
Let in the maid, that out a maide, never departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia. 

Ophel. Indeed, without an oath, He make an end on't. 

By gis and by Saint C harity, 
alacke and fie for fhame, 

Young men will doe’t if they come to’t, 
by cocke they are to blame. 

Quoth fhe, before you tumbled me you promis’d me to wed, 

(He anfiversj So fhould I a done, by yonder lun 

And thou hadft not cometo my bed. 

King. How long hath fhe been thus ? 

Oph. I hope all will be well, we muft be patient : but I cannot 
chufe but weep to think they wonld lay him i’th cold ground ; my 
brother fball know of it, & (b I thank you for your good counfell. 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night. 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 

King . Follow her clofe, give her good watch I pray you. 

O this is thepoyfonof deepgriefe, it fprings all from her fathers 
tkath : and now behold O Gertrard , Gertrard, 

Vv nen Ibrrowes come they come not fingle foies. 

But in battalians : firft,her father flaine. 

Next, y°ur fonne gone, and he moft violent author 
ut ms owne juft remove ; the people muddied. 
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Divided from her felfe and her faire judgement. 

Without which we are but pi&ures, or meerebeafts. 

Laft,and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France, 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfelfe in clouds. 

And wants not buzzers to infe& his eare 
With peflilent fpeeches of his fathers death, 

W herein neceffity of matter beggerd 
Will nothing fticke our perfon to arraigne 
In eare and eare : O my deare Cjertrard , this 
Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places 
Gives me fiiperfluous death. A noife within. 

Enter Me jf eager. 

Jfwg.Attend, where are my Swiflers ? let them guard the door, 
What is the matter? 

<JMeJ[en. Save your felfe my Lord. 

The Ocean over-peering ofhis lift 
Eates not the flats with more impetuous hafte 
Than young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers ; the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begin, 

Antiquity forgot, cuftome notknowne. 

The ratifiers and props of every word. 

They cry chufewe Laertes to be King, 

Caps, hands,and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 

Laertes fliall be King, Laertes King. 

j£?«?.How cheerfully on the falfetraile they cry ,A»oife within, 
O this is counter you falfe Danifh dogges. 

Enter Laertes with others. 

King-Tht doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 

tsfll. No let’s come in. 

Laer. I pray you give me leave. 

e All. W e will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you, keep the doore. O thou vile King 
Give me my father. 

Qtte. Calmely good Laertes. 

Laer, That drop of blood that’s calme proclaimes me baftard, 

Cries 




(prince o/Denmarke. 

Cries Cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chaft unfmerched brow 
Ofmy true mother. 

King. What is the caufe Laertes 
That tby rebellion lookes fo Giant-like ? 

Let him goe Certrard, doe notfeareourperlon, 

There’s fuch divinity doth hedge a King, 

That treafon can but peepe to what it would, 

A6fs little ofhis will: tell me Laertes 

Why thou art thus incens’t : let him goe Certrardi 

Speakeman. 

Laer • W here is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Quee. But not by him. 

King Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? lie not be jugled with: 

To hell allegeance, vowes to the blackeft Divell, 

Confidence and grace to the profoundeft pic, 

Idare damnation, to this point I ftand. 

That both the worlds I give to negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely lie be reveng’d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King. Who fliall ftay you ? 

Laer. My will, not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes, lie husband them fo well 
They fhall goe farre with little. 

King, Good Laertes, if you defire to know the certainty 
Of your deare father, is’t writ in your revenge. 

That fbop-ftake, you will draw both friend and foe, 
pinner and lofer? 

IW.Nonebuthis enemies. 

King, will you know them then? 

Latr. To his good friends thus wide He ope my armcs. 

And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican 
ttepaft them with my blood. 

.Kwg. w hy now you fpeake 
JLike agood childe, and a true Gentleman, 

- nat 1 amgailtlefle ofyour fathers death, 

, K 3 And 
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And am moft fenfible in griefefor it. 

It fhall as levell to y our judgement pear e 
As day does to your eye. Anotfewithtth 

Enter Ophelia. 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now? what noife is that? . 

O heat dry up my braines> teares leven times laic 
Burne out the fenle and vertue of mine eye : . 

By heaven thy madneffe fhallbe paid with waight 
Till our fcale turne the beame. O Rofe of May ! 

Deare maid, kind lifter , Iweet Ophelia t __ 

O heavens is’t poffible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans life ! 

Ophel. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beere, Song. 

And in his grave rain’d many a teare. 

Fare you well my Dove. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and didft perlwade revenge 
It could not move thus. 

Ophel. You muft ling a downe, a downe, _ 

And you call him a downe a. O how the wheele becomes it. 

It is the falfe fteward that ftole his Mafters ’daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter. 

Ophel. There’s Rofemary , that’s for remembrance, prayyOH 

love remember, and there’s Pancies, that’s for thoughts." 

Laer . A document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Oph. There’s Fennill for you, and Columbines, there’s Rew for 
you, and here’s Ibrne for mee , wee-may 'call it herbecf Grace a 
Sundayes, you may weare your Rew with a difference; there sa 
Dafie : I would give you fome Violets, but they vvitherd all when 
my father died ; they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweetRobin is all my joy. 

Laer. Thoughts and affli&ions, paflion, hell it felfe 
She turnes to favour and to prettinefie. 

Ophel. And will a not come againe, S ong* 

And will a not comeagaine. 

No, no, he is dead,goe to thy death bed, 

He never will come againe. 

His beard was as white as Ihow, ‘ 

Flaxen 
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Prince of Dcnmarkc." 

flaxen was his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away moafie, 

God a mercy on his foule, and all Chriftian foules, 

(Bod buy you. 

Laer. Doe you tbisOGod? 

King. Laertes I muft commune with your griefe. 

Or you deny me right ; goe but a part. 

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will. 

And they fball heare and judge ’twixt you and me. 

If by diredh or by collateral! hand 

They finde us toucht, we will our kingdome give, 

OurCtowne, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in fatisfadfion; but if not. 

Be you content to lend your patience ’to us. 

Ana we fhall jointly labour with your foule 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be fo. 

His meanes of death, his obfcure funerall. 

No Trophey, fword, nor Hatchment ore his bones. 

No noble right, nor formall oftentation 
Cry to be heard as ’twere from earth to heaven, 

That I muft call’t in queftion. 

King. So you fhall. 

And where th’offence is let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt. 

Ent er Horatio and others. 

Hora. What are they that would fpeake with me ? 

<]en. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they have Letters for you. 
Hora. Let them come in. 

I doe not know from what part of the world 
Ilhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Say Ur si 
-ty.Godblefle you fir. * 

Hora. Let him bleffe thee too; 
r A ant P Ieafe him. There's a letter for you fir , ic 
n, m i 0 ^ theE ‘' nbaffado u r that was bound for England, if your 
Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

felW.r ^ V ’ when thon fliak have over-Iook’t this, give chefs 

«9wes feme meanes totheKing,they have Letters for him. Ere 

wee 
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we were two dayes old atfea , tVim of very warlike appoint, 
mem gave us chafe.Findingour felves too flow offaile, we put on 
a compelled val. ur and in ihe grapple I boarded them : in the in- 
ftant they got cleere of our fhip, fo I alone became their prifoner. 
They have dealt with me like theeves of mercy , but they knew 
what they did ; I am to do a turnefor them.Let the King have the 
Letters I have fent, and repaire thou to me with as much fpeed as 
thou wouldft flye death* I have words to lpeake in thine earewill 
make thee dumbe, yet are they much too light for the bord of the 
matter thefe good-fellowes will bring thee where I am 5 Rofen - 
craw and GnjldenTlerne hold their courfefor England, ofthem I 
have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

So that thou knowejt thine > 

Hamlet. 

Hora Come, I will make you way for thefe your Letters, 
And doe’t the fpeedier that you may direft me 
To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt t 

Enter King and Laertes , 

Ktng.No'N muft your conlcience my acquittance leale. 

And you muft put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing eare. 

That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purfued my life. 

Laer. It well appeares : but tell me 
Why you proceed not againft thefe feates 
Socriminall and capitall in nature, 

As by yourfafety,greatnefle,wifdome } all things elfe, 

You mainly wereftirr’d up. 

King. O for two fpeciall reafbns, 

W hich may to you perhaps feem much unfinnow’d. 

But yet to me tna’reftrong : the Queen his mother 
Lives almoft by his lookes,and for my lelfe. 

My vertue or my plague, be it either which, 

She is fo conclive to my life and foule. 

That as the ftarre moves not but in his Sphere, 

I could not but by her : the other motive 
Why to a publike count I might not goe. 

Is the great love the generall gender beare him. 
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^dipping all his faults in their aflfe&ion, ol-' : ' u 
y/orkehke the Spring that turneth wood toftone. 

Convert his gyves to graces, fo that my arrowes 
Too llightly timbered for fo loved armes, 
yyould have reverted to my bow againe, 

Bucnotwhere I have aim’d them. - - ; : t r .. ’ ?f . 

laer- And fo I have a noble father loft, 

A filler driven into delperate tearmes. 

Whole worth, if praifes may goe backe again. 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
i For her perfections : but my revenge will come. 

King- Breake not your fleeps for that, you muft not think® 

That we are made of ftuffe fo flat and dull. 

That we can let our beards be Ihooke with danger. 

And thinke it paftime : you fhortly fhall heare more. 

I lov’d your father, and we love our lelfe. 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine. 

Ent er a Afejfenger with L etters- 
Mejf. Thefe to your Majefty, this to the Queen. 

King. From Hamlet ? who brought them ? 

Mejf. Sailers my Lord they fay, I faW them not. 

They were given me by Qlaudio, he received them 
Ofhim that brought them. 

King. Laertes you (ball heare them : leave us. 

High and mighty , you fhall know lam fet naked on your King- 
dome : to morrow fhall I beg leave to fee your Kingly eyes?, when 
I Ihall . (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount the occafion of 
ffiyiuddenreturne. 

Kmg What fhould this meane ? are all the reft come backe ? . 
w is it feme abufe,andno f uc h thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ?’ 

King. ’Tis Hamlets chara&er. NakedI 
nd in a poft-lcript here he laies alone, 

v-anyoudevifeme? • ' 
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Xing. If it be fo Laertes, 

As how fhould it be fo, how otherwife* 

Will you be rul’d by me ? 

1 Liter. I my Lord, fo you will not ore-rule me to a peace; 

King- To thine own peace : if he be now returned 
As liking not his voyage,and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe i n my device. 

Under the which he lhall not chufe but fall, V 

And for his death, no wind of blame fhallbreathe, 

Bur even his mother (hall uncharge the practice. 

And call it accident. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could devife it fo 
That l might be the organ. 

King It falls right: 

You have bin talkt of fince your travell much, 

And that in Hamlets hearing, for a quality 
W herein they fay you fhine ; your fumme of parts 
Did not together plncke fuch envie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthieft fiege. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth,' 

Y et needfull too, for youth no leflc becomes 
The lighc and careleffe livery that it weares. 

Than foiled age his fables, and his weeds, 

Importing health and gravenefle : two months fince 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, 

I have feene my folfe,and forv’d agaitjtft the French, 

And they can well on horfo-backe ; but this Gallant 
Had witch-craft in’t,hegrew untphis feat. 

And to fuch wondrous doing brought Ws horfe 
Ashe had bin incorp’ft and demi-natur’d 
With thebravebeaft vfo farrehetqptmy thought# 

That I in forgery of fhapes and triclk.es 
Gome fhort of what he did. 

Laer, A Norman was’t ? 
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ging. A Norman, 
laer. Upon my life Lamord . 

//^.Theveryfame. 

Zrf/r-Iknow him well, he is the brooch indeed* 

And gemme of all the Nation. 

King. He made confeffion of you, 

And gave you fuch a maftcrly report 
Forartanaexercifein yourdefence. 

And for your Rapier moft efpeciall. 

That he cry’d out, ’twou Id be a fight indeed 
If one could match you j the ScrimerS of their nation 
He livore had neither motion, guard, nor eye 
If you oppos’d them : fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenome with his envie. 

That he could nothing doe, but wifh and begge 
Yourfudden commingore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer, What out of this my Lord ? 1 

King. Laertes, was your father deare to you ? 
Orarcyou like the painting ofa forrow, 

A face without a heart? 

Laer. Why aske you this? 

AT/»jr.Not that I think you did not love your father, 

But that I know love is begun by time. 

And that I fee in paflages of proofe. 

Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it j 
There lives within the very flame of love 
Akindeofwieke orfnuffethat will abate it,' 

And nothing is at a like goodnefle ftill 
For goodnefle growing to a pleurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe, 
Wefliould doe when wewould : for this Would changes. 
And hath abatements and delayesas many 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents. 

And then this Should is like a fpend-thrift figh, 
fhat hurts by eafing : but to the quicke of th’ulcer, 
comes backe, what would you undertake 
- •‘Ofhew your folfe indeed your fathers lonne 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

More than in words? 

Laer. To cue his throat i’th Church, >, ! ^ 

King.No place indeed Ihould murder fanftuarize, 

Revenge fhould have no bounds :but good Laertes 
Will you doe this ? keep dole within your chamber, 

Hamlet return’d lhall know you are come home, ; - 
Wee’ll put on thofe (hall praife ydur excellence* . ?• 

And fet a double varnifh on the lame 
The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together. 

And wager ore your heads ; he being remiffe, 

Moft generous, and free from all contriving, 

Will not perule the foiles , lb that with eafe. 

Or with a little (huffling, you may chufe 
A fword unbated, and in a pace of pra&ice 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will doe’t ; , - 

And for the purpofe lie annoint my fword : 

I bought an unction of a Mount ebanke 
So mortal!, that but dip a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood , no Cataplafme lo rare 
Colled ed from all Simples that have vertue 
Under t he Moone, can lave the t hi ng from death 
That is but fcratcht withall ; lie touch my point 
With this contagion, that if I gall him fleightly it may be death. 
King. Let’s further thinke of this, 

W eigh what conveiance both of time and meanes 
May fit us to our lhape if this fhould faile. 

And that our drift look through our bad performance 
’Twere better not allay’d. Therefore this projed 
Should have a backe or lecond,that might hold 
If this did blaft in proofe : loft, let me fee, 

W ee’ll make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

I hav’t, when in your motion you are hot and dry. 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

And that he calls for drinke. He have prefor’d him 
A Chalice for the nonce, whereon but lipping, 

If he by chance elcape your venom’d tucke, 

Our purpofemay hold there. But flay, what noife ? 

- Enter 




Trince of Denmarkc." 

, ' Enter Queene. 

Qttee One woe doth tread upon anothers heele, 

So fall they follow : your lifter’s drown’d Laertes. 

laer. Drown’d 1 O where? 

Quee. There is a willow growes alcaunt the brook, 

.That Ihewes his hoarie leaves in the glalfie ftreame. 

Therewith fantaftickegarlandsdid fhemake 
Of Crow- flowers. Nettles, Dafies, and long Purples, 

That liberall Ihepheards give a grofler name. 

But our culcold maids do dead mens fingers call the, 

There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weeds 
Clambringtohang, an envious fhiver broke. 

When downe her weedy tropheys and her lei fe 
Fell in the weeping brooke , her clothes Ipred wide. 

And Mermaid-like a while they bore her up. 

Which time (he chanted (hatches of old lauds. 

As one incapable of herowne diftrefle. 

Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments heavie with their drinke 
Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alalfe then is fhe drown’d ? 

Quee. Drown’d, drown’d. 

Laer. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia, 

And therefore I forbid my teares ; but yet 
It is our tricke, nature her cuftome holds, 

Letlhame fay what it will; when thele are gone 
The woman will be out. Adieu any Lord, 

I have a (peech afire that faine would blalb. 

But that this folly drownes it. Exit. 

King. Let’s follow CJertrard; 

How much I had to doe to calme his rage ! 

Now feare I this will give it ftart againe, 
therefore let ’s follow. Exeunt. 

Enter two Clortnes. 

lv c. °\ W ' I s tobe ^ urie d in Chriftian buriall, when fiie wilful- 
y icekes her o\vne lalvation ? 

L 3 Qtbe. 






10 



20 



30 



40 




70 










The Tragedy cfHamlet 

Othe T tell draftee is.thetefae make her grave (Iraight .the 
Crowner hach fate on her, and finds ,t Chr.manbmialj. 

Cto.How can that be,unle(re he drown d her fclfe in her om 

defence? 

cit.Tmoftbefo offended, it cannot beelfe ; for here lies the 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an a& , and an aft 
hath three branches, it is to aft, to doe, to performed all jfhee 

drown'd her felfe wittingly. 

man, good, ifthe man goe rothis water and drowne blmlelfe.itis 
“ll h! nil! he i he goe?, marke you that star if the water comera 
him and drowne him, he drownes not ^mlelfe ; argallhee that is 
not guilty of his owne death (hortens not his owne life. 

Oth. But is this law ? 

Clow. I marry is’t, Crowners queft law. 

Oth. Will you ha the truth ant t,ifthis had not been a Gentle- 
woman fhe (bould have bin buried out a Chnftian buriall. 

Clow. Why there thou faift.and the more pitty that great e 

fhould have countenance in this world to drowne or hang them- 
felves, more than their even Chriften : Come my fefetbm ms» 
ancient Gent leme n but Gardener s, Ditchers, and Grave-tnakersi 
they hold up Adams profeftion, 

Oth. Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clow . A was the firft that ever bore armes. 
lie put another queftion to thee , if thou anfwereft mee not to the 

purpofe, confefle thy felfe. 

Clow. What is hee that builds Wronger than either the Mafon, 

the Shipwright, or the Carpenter j ^-.nrs 

Oth. The gallowes-maker,for that out-lives a thoufand tenants. 
Clo. I like thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes does w » 
how does it well ? it does well to thofe that do ill, now _ thou i dott 
ill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger than the Church, r D 
gallowes may doe well to thee. To't againe,come. 

Oth. Who builds ftronger than a Mafon , a Shipwright* 

• Carpenter? c!0 , 



. 'trnnxe oj l^enmarKe, 

Clow. 1, tell me that and unyoke, ■ 

Oth .Marry now I can tell. 

Clow. To’t. 

Othe. Mafte I cannot tell. 

Clow.C udgel thy brains no more about it/or your dull afle wil 
n ot mend his pace with beating, & when you are askt this queftio 
next/ay a grave- maker, the houfes he makes laft till Doomefday, 
Goe get thee in, and fetch me a foope of liquor. 

In youth when I did love did love, S ong. 

Me thought it was very fweet 
To contrail O the time for a my behove, 

0 me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham . Has this fellow no feeling of his bufinefle ? a lings in 

grave-making. 

Her. Cuftome hath made it in him a property of eafinefle. 

Ha.’Tis een fb, the hand of little emploiment hath the daintier 

Clow. But age with hi s ftealing fteps S eng. (fenfe^ 

hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath fhipped me into the land, 
as if I had never bin fuch. 

HamlXhzt skull had a tongue in it>and could ling once, how the 
knave jowles it to theground , as if 'twere Cains jaw-bone, that 
did the firft murther : this might be the pate of a Polititian which 
this afle now ore-reaches, one that would circumvent God, might 
it not ? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier, which could fay , Good morrow my 
Lord, how doeft thou fweet Lord ? This might be my Lord fuch 
a one , that praifed my Lord fuch a ones horfe when a meant to 
beg ir, might it not? 

Hora. I my Lord. 

# 4 . Why een fo,and now my Lady worms ChopIes,andknockt 
about the mazer with a Sextensfpade ; here’s fine revolution and 
we had the tricke ro feet, did thefe bones coft no more thebree- 
dmgbut to play at loggits with them ? mineake to think on’t. 

Clow, A pickax and a Ipade a fpade, 

| for and a flirowding fheec, 

' O 












I be l rdgedy of Hamiet ^ 

O a pit of clay for to be made 
forfuchagueft is meet. 

H^.Thcre’s another, why may not that be the skull of aLawier ? 
where be his quiddities now, his quillities, his cafes, his tenuresj 
and his tricks ? why does he fuffer this mad knave now to knocke 
him about the fconce with a dirty (hovell, and will not tell him of 
his adlions of battery?hum : this fellow might be in’s time a great 
buyer of land , with his ftatutes , his recognifances , his fines , his 
double vouchers, his recoveries, to have his fine pate full of fine 
dirt : will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchafes and dou- 
bles, than the length and bredth of a paire of Indentures ? the ve- 
ry conveiances of Jnis land will fcarcely lye in this boxe, and muft 
th’inheritor himfelfe have no more • ha ? 

Bora. Not a jot more my Lord- 

Ham. Is not parchment made of fheep- skins ? 

Bor. I my Lord, and of calve-skins too- 
Ham. They are fheep and calves which feeke out aflurancein 
that. Iwillfpeaketothis fellow: Whofe grave’s this firrah? 

Clow . Mine fir, or a pit of clay for to be made. 

Ham. 1 thinke it’Sthine indeed, for thou lyeft in’r. 

Clow. You lye out on’t fir, and therefore ’;is npt yours : for my 
part T doe not lye in’t, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou doft lye in’t,to bein’c and fay it is|thine,’tis for the 
dead - not for thequicke, therefore thou lyeft. 

Clow . ’Tis a quicke lye fir, ’twill againe from me to you, 
Ham. W hat man doeft thou digge it for ? 

Clow For no man fir. 

Ham. W hat woman then ? 

Clow. For none neither. 

Ham Whoisto beburiedin’t ? 

Clow One that was a woman fir, but reft her foule/hee’s dead. 
HamHow abfolute the knave is, we muft fpeake by the card.or 
equivocation will undo us. By the Lord Horatio this 5 . yeeres I 
have took note of it,the age is grown lb picked, that the toe of the 
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How long haft thou been a Grave-maker ? 

Clow. Of the day es i’th yeare I came to’t that day that our Ia« 
King Hamlet overcame Fortinhajfe, 

Haw 



(prince o/Dentnarke. 

Jj a m. How long is that fince ? 

Clo- Cannot you tell that ? every foole can tell that ; it was that 
very day that young Hamlet was borne , hee that is mad and fent 

into£»g/4»<L ^ 

jjam - 1 marry, why was he fent into 'England l 

Clow. W by ? becaufe a was mad, a fhall recover his wits there, 
or ifa doe not ’tis no great matter there. 

Ham. Why ? 

(lo.'TmM not be feen in him there,thcre are men as mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? - 

Clow .V ery flrangely they fay. 

Ham. How flrangely ? 

(flow. Faith een with lofing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

(low. Why here in Denmarke : I have bin Sexton here man 
and boy thirty yeeres. 

Bam. How long wi 11 a man lye i’th earth ere he rot ? 

Clow. Faith ifa be not rotten before he dye, as wee have many 
pocky coarfes that will fcarce hold the laying in, awilllaftyou 
fome eight yeere, or nine yeere; a Tanner will laft you nine yeere. 

Ham. W hy he more than another ? 

(low. Why fir his hide is fo tan’d with his trade, that a will keep 
out water a great while , and your water is a fore decayer of your 
whorfbndead body: here’s a skull now hath lyen you i’th earth 

Ham. Whofe was it ? ( 25 . yeares. 

Clo. A whorfbn mad fellows it was, whole do you think it was ? 

Ham. Nay I know not. 

O ow - A peftilence on him for a mad rogue, a pour’d a flaggon of 
Rhenifo on my head once ; this fame skull fir , was fir Toricfos 
skull the Kings Jefter. 

Ham. This ? 

Clow. Een that. 

. ^ Alas poor Toricke,\ knew him Horatio^ fellow ofinfinite 
J e hofmoft excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his backe a thou- 
^ times , and now how abhorred in my imagination it is ? my 
ho^ ft CS at * C ’ ^ ere ^ un § thofe lips that I have kift I know not 

w n t i w ^ ere ^ ee your jibes now, your gamboles, your fongs, 
y ur Halhes of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a 

M roare ? 








The Tragedy of Hamlet 

roare ? not one now to mock your own grinning ? quite chopf a i n > 
Now get you to my Ladies table* and tell her, let her paint an 
inch thick, to this favour fhe muft come; make her laugh at that. 
Prethce Herat to tell me one thing. 

Her a . What’s that my Lord ? 

HaDoft. thou think Alexander lookt a this fafhion i’th earth? 

Hora. Eenfo. 

Ham. And fmelt lo ? pah. 

Hora . Een lo my Lord. 

Ham. To what bafe ufes we may returne Horatio ! Why may 
not imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander till a findeit 
flopping a bung-hole. 

Hora. Twere to confider too curioufly to confider fo. 

Ha. No faith not ajot,butto follow him thither with modefty 
enough, and likelihood to lead it. Alexander died, Alexander ms 
buried, Alexander returneth to duft, the duft is earth,of earth we 
make lome, & why of that lome whereto he was converted might 
they not flop a Beere-barrell ? 

Imperious Cafar dead and turn’d to clay 
Might flop a hole to keepe the wind away. 

O that that earth which kept the world in awe. 

Should patch a wall t’expell the waters flaw! 

But loft, but foft a while,here comes the King, Enter King, 
The Queen, the Courderstwho is this they follow , Que.Laertes 
And with fuck maimed rites ? this doth betoken, and thecorft . 
The coarfe they follow did with defperate hand 
Fordoe its owne life ; 'twas of lome eftate i 
Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 

Ham. That is Laertes ,a very noble youth. 

Laer. What Ceremony elle ? 

Dott. Her oblequies have bin as farinlarg’d 
As we have warranty ; her death was doubtfull. 

And but that great command ore-fwayes the order. 

She (hould in ground unfan&ified bin lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers, 

‘Flints and pebbles fhould be throwne on her. 

Yet here fhe is allow’d her virgin ritesj 
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(prince of Den marke. 

fler maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home 
Ofbelland buriall. 

Laer. Muft there no more be done ? 

Doti. No more be done : 

We (hould profane the fervice of the dead, 

Tofing a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted lbules. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth. 

And from her faire and unpolluted flefli 
May violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh Prieft 
A iriniftring Angel (hall my After be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Earn. What ? the faire Ophelia ? 

Quee. Sweets to the fweet, farewell, 

I hop’t thou fhouldft have bin my Hamlets wife, 

I thought thy bride-bed to have aeckt fweet maid. 

And not have ftrew’d thy grave. 

Laer. O treble woe 1 

Fall ten times double on that curfed head, 

Whole w icked deed thy moft ingenuous fenfe 
Deprived thee of : hold off the earth a while. 

Till I have caught her once more in mine armes. 

Now pile your duft upon thequicke and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountaine you have made 
T’oretopold Pelion ) or the skyifhhead 
Ofblew Olympus. 

Ham. What is he whole griefe 
Beares fuch an emphafis , whole phrafe of iorrow U 
Conjures the wandring ftars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ?’tis I, 

Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The Divell take thy (bale. 

Thou pray’ft not well; Jprethee take thy fingers from 
or though I am not fpleenative and rafh, ( my throat, 

wl- L 6 * in me ^P me diing dangerous, 

Which let thy wifedome feare ; hold off thy hand. 

Plucke them afunder. 

Quee. Hamlet , Hamlet, 

M 2 , All, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

jiH. Gentlemen. 

Bora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham Why I will fight with him upon this thcam 
Until! my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 
j Qnee. O my (onne, what theame ? 

Ham. I lov’d Ophelia, forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with ali their quantity of love 
Make up my fum : W hat wilt thou doe for her ? 

King. O he is mad Laertes. 
j Quee. For love of God forbeare him. 

Ham. Swounds (hew me what thou’t doe, 

W oo't weep, woo’t fight, woo’t fall , woo't teare thy 
W oo’t drink up Efill,eat a Crocodile ? (felfe. 

He doe’t : doeft thou come here to whine ? 

To out-face me with leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quicke with her, and fo will I ; 

And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions ofacres on us, till our ground 
Cindging his pate againft the burning Zone, 

Make Ofa like a wart ; nay and thou’lt mouth 
lie rant as well as thou. 

£l*tee. This is meere madnefle, 

And thus a while the fitjwill worke on him ; 

Anon as patient as a female Doe, 

When that her golden cuplets arc dilclos’d. 

His filende will fit drooping. 

Ham. Heareyou fir, 

What is the rea Ion that you ufe me thus ? 

3 lov’d you well, but it is no matter. 

Let Hercules himfelfedoe what he may 
The Cat will mew, a Dogge will have his day. Exit Hamltt 

King- 1 pray thee good Horatio wait upon him. & Horatio • 
Strengthen your patience in our laft nights lpeech,. 

Wee’ll put the matter to the prelent pufh. 

Good Gertrard fet feme watch over your fonne. 

This Grave (hall have a living monument* 

An houre of qniet thereby (hall we lee. 

Till then in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt. 

* Mnttr 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

Enter Hamlet and, Horatio. 
jt&.Somuch for this fir, now (hall you fee the other: 
You doe remember all the circumftance. 

Her. Remember it my Lord ? 

Ham. Sir in my heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me deep, me thought I lay 
\yorfe than the routines in the Bilbo’s, rafhly. 

And prais’d beralhnelfe for it ; let us know 
Ourindifcretion lometimes (erves us well 
W hen our deep plots do fall , & that fhould learn us. 
There’s a divinity that fhapes our ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hora. That is molt certaine. 

Ham. Up from my Cabbin, 

My fea-gowne fearft about me, in the darke 
Grop’t I to find out them, had my defire, 

Finger’d their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine owne roome againe, making fo bold 
(My feares forgetting manners ) to unfold 
Their grand Commitiion, where I found, Herat ic 9 
A royall knavery, an exaff command. 

Larded with many leverall forts ofreafons, 

Importing Denmarks health, and Englands too. 
With hoefuch Bugs and Goblins in my life, 

That on the fupervife, no leifure bated, 

Nonot to ftay the grinding of the axe. 

My head (bould be flrooke off. 

Hora- Is’t poffible ? 

H«.Here’s the Commilfion,readit at more leiliiret 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed ? 

Hora. I befoech you. 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with villaines> 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braines 
They had begun the Play : I late me downe, 

Uevis d a new Commillion, wrote it faire: 
lonce did hold it, as our Statifts doe, 

Abafenefleto write faire , and labour'd much 
°w to forget that learning j but fir now 
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The Trdgeiy of Hamlet 

It did me yeomans fervice ; wit thou know 
Th’effeft of what I wrote? 

Hora. I good my Lord. 

Ham. \n earned conjuration from the King, 

As England was his faithfnll tributary, 

As love between them like the Palme might flourifh , 

As peace fhould dill her wheaten garland wearc. 

And ftand a Comma ’tweene their amities. 

And many l'uch like, as fir of great charge, 

That on the view and knowing of thefe contents, 

W ithout debatement further more or lefle 
He fhould chofe bearers put to liidden death, 

Not fhriving time allow’d. 

Hora. How was this feai’d ? 

Ham. Why even in that was heaven ordinant : 

I had my fathers fignet in my'purle. 

Which was the modell of that Danijb feale. 

Folded the writ up in the forme of th’other, 

Sublcrib’d it, gave’t thimpreflion, plac’d it iafely, 

T he changling never known ; now the next day 
Wasourfea-fight,and what tothiswasfequent 
Thou know’ft already. 

Hor. So Cjuyldenftern and Rofencraus go tolt. 

ATd.They are not neare my confidence, their defeat 
Does by their owne infinuation grow ; 

Tis dangerous when the bafer nature tomes 
Between the pafle and fell incenfed points 
Ofmighty oppofites. 

Hor. Why what -a King is this! 

Ham. Does it not, think you, Hand me now upon ? 

He that hath kill’d my King, and whor’d my mother, 

Popt in between th’eledion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his angle for my proper life, 

And with fuch coinage , is’t not perfect confcience ? 

Enter a Courtier. 

Cour. Your Lordfhip is right welcome backe to Denmark!. 

Ham, I humbly thanke you fir. 

Boeft know thi s W ater-flyc ? 

J Hora. 



Prince of Denmarke. 

ffora . No my good Lord. 

Ham. Thy ftate is the more gracious , for ’tis a vice to know 
j,j m ; he hath much land and fertill , let a beaft be Lord of beafts, 
and his crib fihall ftand at the Kings meffe ; ’tis a chough , but as I 
fay, fpacious in the pofteflion of dirt. 

tour. Sweet Lord, if your Lordfhip were at leifure I fhould im- 
part a thing to you from his Majefty . 

Ham . I will receive it fir with all diligence of Ipirit ; your bon- 
net to his right ufe, ’tis for the head. 

four. I thank your Lordfhip, ’tis very hot- 

Ham. No beleeve me ’tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 

Cour. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham. But yet me thinks it is very loultry and hot,fbr my com- 
plexion. 

Cour. Exceedingly my Lord, it is very foultry, as ’twere I can- 
not tell how : my Lord, his Majefty bad me fignifie unto you, that 
a has laid a great wager on your head, fir this is the matter. 

Ham. I befeech you remember. 

Cour, Nay good my Lord, for my eafein good faith. Sir here is 
newly come to Court Laertes , beleeve mee an abfolute Gentle- 
man, full of moft excellent differences , of very loft fociety , and 
great (hewing : indeed, to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the Card 
orKalendar of Gentry, for you (hall finde in him the continent of 
what part a Gentleman would fee. 

Ham. Sir, his definement fuffers no perdition in you, though I 
knowto dividehim inventorially, would dizzie th’arithmetick of 
memory, and yet but raw neither in refpebf ofhis quicke faile ; 
hot in the verity of extolment,I take him to be foule of a great ar- 
ticle, and his infufion offuch dearth and rarcnefle,as to make true 
diftion of him, his femblableis his mirrour , and who elfe would 
trace him, his umbrage, nothing more. 

Cour. Your Lordfhip fpeakes moft infallibly of him. 

H, am. The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman in 
our more rawer breath ? 

Cour Sit. 

Hora. is’t not polTible to under ftand in another tongue, vou 
Willdoe’t fir really. 5 1 

l Ham. W hat imports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 

!' C* Off-V o 
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The Tragedy e/ Hamlet 

Cour. Of Laertes ? 

Hora. His purfe isempty already, all’s golden words are {pent* 
Ham . Of him fir. 

Cour . I know you are not ignorant. 

5 Ham. I would you did fir ; yet in faith if you did it would not 
much approve me : well fir. 

four. You are ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. 

* Ham. I dare not confeffe that, left I fhould compare with him 
in excellence ; but to know a man well were to know himfelfe. 

Cour. I meane fir for his weapon , but in the imputation laid on 
him by them in his meed hee’s unfellowed- 
Ham. What’s his weapon? 

Cotir. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his weapons; but well. 

Cour. The King fir hath wager’d with him fixe Barbery horfes, 
againft the which he has impawn’d as I take it fix French Rapiers 
and Poniards, with their affignes, as girdle, hanger, and fo : three 
of the carriages in faith are very deare to fancy, very refponfiveto 
the hilts,moft delicate carriages, and of very liberall conceit. 
Ham. What call you the carriages? 

Hora. 1 knew you muft be edified by the margin ere you had 
done. 

Cour. The carriages fir are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrafe would be more german to the matter if wee 
could carry a cannon by our fides, I would it might be hangers till 
then : but on,fixe Barbary horfes againft fixe French lwords, their 
affignes, and three liberall conceited carriages, that’s the French 
bet againft the Danifh, why is this all you call it ? 

Cour. The Kingfir, hath laid fir, that in a dozen pafles betweene 
your felfe and him he fhall nor exceed you three hits, he hath laid 
on twelve for nine, and it would come to immediate triall,ify our 
Lordfhip would vouchlafe theanfiver. 

Ham. How if I anfwer no? 

Cour. I meane my Lord the oppofition ofyour perlbn in triall* 
Ham. Sir I will walke here in the hall, if it pleaie hisMajeftie, 
it is the breathing time of day with me, let the foiles be brought, 
the Gentleman willing, and the King hold his purpofe, I will win 
for him and lean ; if not, I will gaine nothing but my fhame and 
the odde hits. ' 



1 



^Prince t/Dtfliraike. 

four. Shall I deliver you lb ? 

Ham. To this efted fir, after what flonrifh your nature will. 

four. I commend my duty to your Lordfhip. 

. {jam. Yours does well to commend it himfelfe, there are n© 
tongues elfe for his turne. 

Hora. This Lapwing runs away with the fhell on his head. 

Ham. A did fo fir with his dugge before a luckt it j thus has he 
& many more of the fame breed that I know, the droflie age dotes 
on, onely got the tune ofthe time, and out of an habit of'incoun- 
tcr, akinde of mifty collection , which carries them through and 
through the moft profane and trennowned opinions ; and doe but 
blow them to their trial!, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

lord- My Lord, his Majeftie commended him to you by yom° 
Ojlrtckfy, who brings back to him that you attend him in the halfi 
he fends toknow ifyourpleafureholdtoplay mthlaertesjonhat 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham. I am conftant to my purpofes , they follow the Kings 
plealure ; if his fitneffe Ipeaks, mine is ready, now or whenfoever, 
provided I be fo able as now. 

Lord. The King and Queen and all are comming downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The Queen defires you toufe fome gentle entertainment 
to Laertes before you goe to pJay, 

Ham. She well inftru&sme. 

Hor. You will lofe my Lord. 

Hxm. I dee not thinke fo,fince fie went into France I have bin 
in contmuall pradl ice ; I fhall win at the oddes fthou wouldft not 
think how ill all’s here about my heait, but iris no matter. 

Flora. Nay good my Lord. 

h th^y c hlf,We de £ e Augury, there is a fpeciall providence 

come fr nl Sparr0W r : jf , K bc » ’ cis not to come > if ic ^e not to 

neffe ,-c , ii 1 r C now * 1 Pu b 5 not novVj yet it will come, the readi- 
, fincenoman of ought he leaves knowes what is’t to 

N leave 






The Tragedy of Hamlet 

leavebetimes, let be. 

A table prepared, Drums, Trumpets, and Officers with cu[hi m ' 
King, Queen, and all the fiat e,fotles, daggers, and Laertes. * 
King. Come Hamlet , come, and take this hand from me. 
Ham . ©ive me your pardon fir, I havedbne you-wron®, 

But pardon c as you are a Gentleman : this prefence kndvves. 
And you muft needs have heard how I ampuniflit 
With a fore diftradlion; what I have done 
That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaime was madnefle. 

W as’c Hamlet yimngd Laertes ? never Hamlet ; 

If Hamlet from himfelfe be taneaway, 

And when hee’s not himfelfe does wrong Laertes , 

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it: 

Who does it then ? his madnefle : iPc be fo, 

Hamlet is of the faction that is wronged, 

His madnefle is poore Hamlets enemy ,* 

Let my difclaiming from a purpos’d evill 
Free melofarrein your moft generous thoughts. 

That I have fihot my arrow ore the houfe, ° 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. Iamfatisfied in nature, 

Whofe motive in this cafe fbould ftirreme mofl 
To my revenge, but in my tearmes of honour 
I ftand aIoofe,and will no reconcilement. 

Till by fbme elder Mafters of knowne honour 
Ihavea voice and prefident of peace 
To my name ungor’d : but all that time 
I doe receive your offered love like love. 

And will not wrong it. 

Ha.l embraceit freely, and will this brothers wager 

frankly play. ° 

Giveusthefbiles. 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

Ham. lie be your foilcLaertes, in mine ignorance. 

Tour skill fhall likea ftarre i’th darkefr night 

Sncke fiery ofFindeed- 
Laer. Youmocke me fir. 

JJaw* 



Prince o/Denmarke. 

Ham-No by this hand. {Jet, 

jCtn.Givc them the foi Is young OfrickjCQfittHitw 
You know the wager. 

Ham. Very welUny Lord : 

Your Grace has laid the oddes a’thw^akerdidc* 

I doe not feare it, I have feeo y<® : hbch. 

But fince he is better we have therefore oddes- 
Laer This is tooheavie, let me fee another. 
ffo.This likes me wel,thefe foils have all a length 
Ofir. I my goo4 Lord. 

King- Set me the ftoops of wine upon the table j 
If Hamlet give the firft or fecond bit. 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire ; 

TheKing (hall drink to Hamlets betterbreath. 

And in the cup an Onyx fhall he throw 
Richer than that which fbure fucceflive Kings 
In Denmarks Crown have worn. Give me the cups. 

And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeake, 

The Trumpet to the Canooeer without. 

The Cannons to the heavens, the heavens toearth. 

Now the Kiqg drinkes to H arulet : come begin. Trumpets 
And you the Judges beare a warie eye. the while. 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Ham. One.* 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgement. 

°/ r fi ver X Palbable hit. Drum, Trumpets, and fiot, 
Laer. Well, againe. F lour iJh,aPeece goes of 

were s to thy health : give him the cup. 

r IIe P Ja y. thisbou t firft,fet it by a while, 
another hit, what fay you ? 

Laer. I doe confeft. 

Ling- Our fonne fhall win- 

H e X?‘ H , ees fat and fcanc of breath. 

Hamlet } take my napkin, wipe thy browes : 

N a The 








The Tragedy of Hamlet 

The Queen carowfcs to thy fortune Hamlet . 

Ham. Good Madam. ' 

King • Cjertrard doe not drinke. 

Quee. I will my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfoned cup, it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by* 

Slnee. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Latr. My Lord lie hit him now. 

King. I doe not think’t. 

Laer. And yet it is almoft againft my conlcience. 

Ham. Come, for the third Laertes ,you doe but dally, 

I pray you pafle with your beft violence, 

I amfure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you lb ? come on. 

Ottr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Have at you now. 

King. Part them, they are incens’c. 1 

Ham . Nay come againe. 

Ofir. Looke to the Queen there ho. 

Hora. They bleed on both Tides, how is’t my Lord ? 

Ofir. How is’t Laertes ? 

Lae. Why as a woodcock to mine own (prindge Ofiricke, 
I am juftly kill’d with mine owne treachery. 

Ham. How does the Queene ? 

King. She fwounes to fee them bleed. 

O^.No^no^hedrink.the drink,0 my deare Hamlet r 
l he drinke, the drinke, I am poyfoned. 

Ham O villaine ! ho let the doore be loekt. 

Treachery, feeke it out. 

Laer. It is here Hamlet ; thou art flaine. 

No medicine in the world can doe thee good, 

In thee there is not halfe an houres life. 

The treacherous inftrnmcnt is in thy hand. 

Unbated and envenom’d, the foule praftice 
Hath turn’d it lelfe on me ; lo here I lye 
Never to rife againe: thy mother’s poyfon’d, 

I am no more, the King, the King’s to blame.- 
Ha. The point envenom’d too, then venom to thy work 



Mi, 



Prince of Dcnmarke. 

^i/.Trealon,treafon. 

King. O yet defend me friends, I am but h urt. 

Ham. Here thou inceftiious damned Dane, 

Drinke off this potion : is the Onyx here ? 

Follow my mother. f lelfe. 

Lae . He is juftly ferv’d, it is a poylon temper'd by him- 
Exchange forgiveneffe with me noble Hamlet , 

Mine and my fathers death come not upon thee , ' 

Nor thine on me. 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it, I follow the 2 : 

I am dead Horatio , wretched Queen adieu. 

You that looke pale and tremble at this chance, 

That are but mutes or audience to this aft. 

Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death 
Is drift in his arreft) O I could tell you j 
But let it be : Horatio I am dead. 

Thou liveft, report me and my caufe aright 
To the unlatisfied. 

Hora. Never beleeve it, 

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane } 

Here’s yet feme liquor-left* 

Ham. Asth’art a man 



oive me tne cup, let goe, by Heaven lie hav t : 

0 God Horatio what a wounded name. 

Things ftanding thus unknown, fhall I leave behind me ? 

If thou didft ever hold me in thy heart 
Abfent thee from felicity a while. 

And in this harlh world draw thy breath in paine H march a 

Totell my ftory : what warlike noife is this ? farre of. 

Enter Ofiricke. 

Lortinhaffe mth conqueftcome from Poland 

1 n hmbafladors of England gives this warlike volly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio , 

Tne potent poyfon quite ore-growesmy Ipirit ; 

1 cannot live to heare the newes from England 
ut I doe prophefie theeleft ion lights 
<. n fififimbrafifie ; he has my dying voice, 

^ with th’occurrents more and leffe 



Which 









The Tragedy of Hamlet 



Which have foliated : the reft in filence. 

Hor a Now erackssa noble heart, goodmight Iweet 
And flight of Angekfkgthe&toihy ieft. (Prince, 

Why does the drum comcftithct? , , 

Enter F orPinbrajfe, with the Embafadors. 

Fort. Whereiife'tlwsiight ? 

Hor. What is icvyoustoultlfee ? 

If ought of woeopwondflc^ceafeyounfearch? Tras )\a 

For . This quarry cryes on havock :0 proud death* r; : _■■■/• 
What feaft is towarddhdhincinfernall Ceil, 

That thou fo many Princes ataiflaot - . : . ; 

Sobloudily haft fttBoke ? 

Embaf. The fight iddiiin&ll, : : ^ 

And our affaires from England came too! late, 
Theearesarefenfelefle that fliould;gives ushearing. 

To tell him his commandement isfulfili’d. 



That %ofencraus and GujUenHernyn&fezsllt 
W here fhould we have our thanks ? 

Hor. Not from his mouth. 

Had it th’ ability of lifetothanke you: 

He never gave commandement for their death. 

But fince fo jumpe upon this bloody queftion 
You from the Pollack: wits , and y.oufrom England 
Are here arrived , give order that thefe bodies 
High on a ftagebe placed: to the view, 

And let me fpeake to’th y etunknowing world 
How thele things came about ; fo Ihalliypnheare 
Of crtiell, bloody,: and urinacurall a<fts, 

©faccidentall judgements, caluall (laughters, 

Ofdeaths put on by cunning, and for.no caufe. 

And in this upfoot/purpofes miftooke, 

Falne on the invent£*sheads : allchiscan ][ 

Truely deliver. 

Fort . Let us haft’e to heareit. 

And call the nobleft to the audience : 

For me, with lorrow I 'embrace my fortune, 

I have ibme rights of memory in this kingdome. 

Which now to claitne my vantage dothinvite me. 

Hor4- 



tPrince of Denmarke.’ 

Her*. Ofthat I {hall have alfo caufe to Ipeak, 

And from his mouth whole voice will draw no more: 
gut let this fame be prefently perform’d, 

Even while mens minds are wild,left more mifehance 
On plots and errors happen. 

Fort. Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldier to the ftage, 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

T’ have prov’d moft royall : and for his paflage. 

The Souldiers mufick and the right of vvarre 
Speake loudly for him. 

Take up the bodies ; liich a fight as this 
Becomes the field, but here fhewes much amifle. 

Goe bid the Souldiers fhoot. Sxcunt. 
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